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PREFACE. 



WiNTHRSLOW ia a village of Wiltshire, between Salis- 
bury and Andover, where my father, daring a consi- 
derable portion of his life, spent several months of each 
year, latterly, at an ancient inn on the great western 
road, called Winterslow Hut. One of his chief attrac- 
tions hither were the noble woods of Tytherleigh or 
Tudorleigh, round Norman Court, the seat of Mr 
Baring Wall, M.P., whose proffered kindness to my 
father, on a critical occasion, was thoroughly appreci- 
ated by the very sensitiveness which declined its 
acceptance, and will always be gratefully remem- 
bered by myself. Another feature was Clarendon 
Wood — whence the noble family of Clarendon derived 
their title — famous besides for the Constitutions signed 
in the palace which once rose proudly amongst its 
stately trees, but of which scarce a vestige remains. 
In another direction, within easy distance, gloams 
Stonehenge, visited by my father, less perhaps for its 
historical associations than for its appeal to the ima- 
gination, the upright stones seeming in the dim twi- 
light, or in the drizzling mist, almost continuous in 
the locality, so many spectre-Druids, moaning over 
the past, and over their brethren prostrate about 
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them. At no groat distance, in another direction, are 
the fine pictures of Lord Radnor, and somewhat fur- 
ther, those of Wilton House. But the chief happiness 
was the thorough quiet of the place, the sole interrup- 
tion of which was the passage, to and fro, of the Lon- 
don mails. The Hut stands in a yalley, equidistant 
about a mile from two tolerably high hills, at the sum- 
mit of which, on their approach either way, the guards 
used to blow forth their admonition to the hostler. 
The sound, coming through the clear, pure air, was 
another agreeable feature in the day, reminisoentiary 
of the great city that my fiither so loved and so 
loathed. In olden times, when we lived in the vil- 
lage itsdf'—a mile up the hill opposite — ^behind the 
Hut, Salisbury Plain stretches away mile after mile 
of open space— the reminiscence of the metropolis, 
would be, from time to time, fuxiushed in the plaa- 
santest of ways by the presence of some London 
friends ; among these, dearly loved and honoured there 
as everywhere else, Charles and Mary Lamb paid us 
frequent visits, ramblii^ about all the time, thorough 
Londoners in a thoroughly country place, delighted 
and wondering and wondered at. For such reasons, 
and for the other reason, which I mention inciden- 
tally, that Winterslow is my own native place, I have 
given its name to this coUection of ^^ Essays and Cha- 
racters written there;" as, indeed, practically were 
very many of his works, for it was there that most of 
his thinking was done. 

WILLIAM HAZLITT. 
Chxlbia, Jav. 1850. 
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ESSAY L 

MY FIRST ACQUAINTANCE WITH 
POETS. 



My fether was a Dissenting Minister, at Wem, 
in Shropshire ; and in the year 1798 (the figures 
that compose the date are to me like the *' dreaded 
name of Demogorgon **) Mr Coleridge came to 
Shrewshury, to succeed Mr Rowe in the spiritual 
charge of a Unitarian Congregation there. He 
did not come till late on the Saturday afternoon 
before he was to preach ; and Mr Eowe, who him- 
self went down to the coach in a state of anxiety 
and expectation to look for the arrival of his suc- 
cessor, could find no one at all answering the de- 
scription hut a round-faced man, in a short black 
coat (like a shooting jacket) which hardly seemed 
to have been made for him, but who seemed to be 
talking at a great rate to his fellow-passengers. 
Mr Eowe had scarce returned to give an account 
of his disappointment when the round-faced man 
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2 MY FIRST ACQUAINTANCE 

in black entered, and dissipated all doubts on the 
subject by beginning to talk. He did not cease 
while he stayed ; nor has he since, that I know 
of. He held the good town of Shrewsbury in de- 
lightful suspense for three weeks that he remained 
there, "fluttering the proud Salopians j like an 
eagle in a dove-cote f * and the Welsh mountains 
that skirt the horizon with their tempestuous con- 
fusion, agree to have heard no such mystic sounds 
since the days of 

'* High-bom Hoel's harp or soft Llewellyn's lay." 

As we passed along between Wem and Shrews- 
bury, and I eyed their blue tops seen through the 
wintry branches, or the red rustling leaves of the 
sturdy oak-trees by the road-side, a sound was 
in my ears as of a Syren s song ; I was stunned, 
startled with it, as from deep sleep ; but I had no 
notion then that I should ever be able to express 
my admiration to others in motiey imagery or 
quaint allusion, till the light of his genius shone 
into my soul, like the sun*s rays glittering in the 
puddles of the road. I was at tiiat time dumb, 
inarticulate, helpless, like a worm by the way-side, 
crushed, bleeding, lifeless ; but now, bursting from 
the deadly bands that " bound them, 

''With Btjx miM tiiBM romd theoi/' 

my ideas float on winged words, mi as they ex- 
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paid llieir plumes, cateh the golden light of othar 
years. My soul has indeed remained in its oiigiiud 
hondage, dai^ obscure, with longings infinite and 
misatisfied ; my heart, shot up in die piison^hoaae 
0f this rode day, has never found, nor will it ever 
£nd, a heart to speak to; but that my understanding 
also did not remain dumb and brutish, or atleng^ 
irand a language to express itself, I owe to Cole- 
ridge* But this is not to my purpose. 

My father lived ten miles &om Shrewsbuiy, 
and was in the habit of exdianging visits vnih Mr 
Eowe, and with.Mr Jenkins of Whitchurch (nine 
miles farther on), according to the custom of Dis- 
senting Ministers in each other's neighbourhood. 
A line of communication is thus established, by 
which the flame of . civil and religious liberty is 
kept alive, and nourishes its smouldering fire un- 
qu^ichable, like the fires in the Agamemnon of 
.^Sschylus, placed at di&rent stations, that waited 
for ten long years to announce with their blazing 
pyramids the destruction of Troy. Coleridge had 
agreed to come over and see my father, according 
to the courtesy of the countiy, as Mr Howe's pro« 
bable successor ; but, in the mean time, I had 
gone to hear him preadi the Sunday after his ar- 
rival. A poet and a philosopher getting up into a 
Unitarian pulpit to preach the go^l, was a 
romance in these degenerate days, a sort of revival 
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4 MT FIBST ACQUAINTANCE 

of the primitive spirit of Ghristianity, which was 
not to be resisted. 

It was in January 1798, that I rose one morn- 
ing before daylight, to walk ten miles in the mud, 
to hear this celebrated person preach. Never, the 
longest day I have to live, shall I have such 
another walk as this cold, raw, comfortless one, in 
the winter of the year 1798. — II y a des impress 
sions qus ni le terns ni Us ctrcorutances peuvent 
effiacer, DtLsse-je vwre des siedes entiers, le dotix 
terns de majeunesse ne peut renaitre pour moi, n» 
s'effdcer jamais dans ma mmunre. When I got 
there, the organ was playing the 100th Psalm, 
and when it was done, Mr Coleridge rose and gave 
out his text, *' And he went up into the mountain 
to pray, himself, alone." As he gave out this 
text, his voice " rose like a steam of rich distilled 
perfumes," and when he came to the two last words, 
which he pronounced loud, deep, and distinct, it 
seemed to me, who was then young, as if the 
sounds had echoed from the bottom of the human 
heart, and as if that prayer might have floated in 
solemn silence through the universe. The idea of 
St John came into my mind, " of one crying in 
the wilderness, who had his loins girt about, and 
whose food was locusts and wild honey." The 
preacher then launched into his subject, like an 
eagle dallying with the wind. The sermon was upon 
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peace and war ; upon church and state — ^not their 
alliance but their separation — on the spirit of the 
world and the spirit of Ghristiamty, not as the 
same, but as opposed to one another. He talked 
of those who had ** inscribed the cross of Ghxist on 
banners dripping with human gore." He made a 
poetical and pastoral excursion, — ^and to show the 
fatal effects of war, drew a striking contrast be- 
tween the simple shepherd boy, driving his team 
a£eld, or sitting under the hawthorn, piping to his 
flock, ** as though he should never be old," and the 
same poor country-lad, crimped, kidnapped, brought 
into town, made drunk at an alehouse, turned into 
a wretched drummer-boy, with his hair sticking on 
end with powder and pomatum, a long cue at his 
■back, and tricked out in the loathsome finery of 
the profession of blood. 

''Such were tke notes our once-loved poet sung.** 

And for myself, I could not have been more de- 
lighted if I had heard the music of the spheres. 
Poetry and Philosophy had met together, Truth 
and Genius had embraced, under the eye and with 
the sanction of Eeligion. This was even beyond 
my hopes. I returned home well satisfied. The 
sun that was still labouring pale and wan through 
the sky, obscured by thick mists, seemed an em- 
blem of the good came ; and the cold dank drops 
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of dew, thftt hang half melted on the beard of ther 
thistle, had something genial aad refreshing in 
them ; for there was a spirit of hope and yonth in 
all nature, that tuned evefythiiig into good. The 
&ce of nature had not then the brand of Jor 
Dtvusjjm on it : 

"lake to thai son^ine flower inBcrib'd with woe." 

On the Tuesday IbUowiog, the half-iniq)ired 
speaker came, I was called down into the room 
where he was, and went half-hoping, half-afraid. 
He received me Teiy graciously, and I listened 
for a long time without nttering a word. I did 
not suffer in his opinicai by my silence. ** For 
those two hours," he afterwards wad pleased to say, 
•* he was oonversing with William Hazlitt's fore- 
head ! " His appearance was different from what 
I bad anticipated from seeing him before. At a 
distance, and in the dim light of the chapel, there 
was to me a strange wfldness in his aspect, a 
dually obscurity, and I thoi]^t him pitted with 
the small-poxw His complexion was at that time 
clear, and even bright-* 

" Am are the children of yon azure sheen.'* 

His forehead was broad and high, light as if built 
of ivoiy, with large prelecting eyebrows, and his 
eyes rolling beneath them, hke a sea with darkened 
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lustre. ''A certaizi tender bloom his face over- 
spread," a purple tinge as we see it in the pale 
thoughtful c(»nplexiQns of the Spanish portrait- 
painters, Munllo and Velasquez. His mouth was 
gross, voluptuous, open, eloquent ; his chiii good- 
humoured and round ; but his nose, the rudder of 
tbe faoe, the index of the will, was small, feeble, 
nothing — ^like what he has done. It might seem 
that the genius of his face as from a height sur- 
veyed and projected him (with sufficient capacity 
and huge aspiration) into the world unknown of 
thought and imagination, with nothing to support 
or guide his veering purpose, as if Columbus had 
launched his adventurcnis course for the New 
World in a scallop, without oars or compass. So 
at least I comment on it alter the event Cole- 
ridge, in his person, was rather above the common 
size, inclining to the corpulent, or like Lord 
Hamlet, *' somewhat fat and pursy." His haic 
(now, alas ! grey) was then black and glossy as the 
raven's^ and fell in smooth masses over his fore- 
head. This long pendulous hair is peculiar to 
^xthusiastB, to those whose minds tend heaven- 
ward; andListradkionaily inseparable (though of a 
different colour) from the pictures c^ Christ It 
ought to belong, as a choiracter, to aU who. preach 
Christ crmfiei^ and Col^ri^e ymR at that time 
xme of those! 
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It was 6urious to observe the contrast between 
Tiim and my fiBither, who was a yeteran in the 
cause, and then declining into the vale of years. 
He had been a poor Irish lad, carefully brought 
up by his parents, and sent to the University of 
Glasgow (where he studied under Adam Smith) 
to prepare him for his future destination. It was 
his mother's proudest wish to see her son a Dis- 
senting Minister. So, if we look back to past 
generations (as fEir as eye can reach), we see the 
same hopes, fears, wishes, followed by the same 
disappointments, throbbing in the human heart ; 
and so we may see them (if we look forward) 
rising up for ever, and disappearing, like vapourish 
bubbles, in the human breast ! After being tossed 
about from congregation to congregation in the 
heats of the Unitarian controversy, and squabbles 
about the American war, he had been relegated 
to an obscure village, where he was to spend the 
last thirty years of his life, fjEur from the only con- 
verse that he loved, the talk about disputed texts 
of Scripture, and the cause of civil and religious 
liberty. Here he passed his days, repining, but 
resigned, in the study of the Bible, and the perusal 
of/die Commentators, — huge folios, not easily got 
through, one of which would outlast a winter ! Why 
did he pore on these from mom to night (with the 
exception of a walk in the fields or a turn in the* 
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garden to gather broccoli-plants or kidney beans of 
bis own rearing, with no small degree of pride and 
pleasure) ? — ^Here were " no figures nor no fieuita- 
sies," — neither poetry nor philosophy — ^nothing to 
dazzle, nothing to excite modem cariosity ; but to 
his lack-lustre eyes there appeared, within the 
pages of the ponderous, xmwieldy, neglected tomes, 
the sacred name of JEHOVAH in Hebrew capi- 
tals : pressed down by the weight of the style, 
worn to the last feiding thinness of the under- 
standing, there were glimpses, glimmering notions 
of the patriarchal wanderings, with palm trees 
hovering in the horizon, and processions of camels 
at the distance of three thousand years ; there was 
Moses with the Burning Bush, the number of the 
Twelve Tribes, types, shadows, glosses on the law 
and the prophets; there were discussions (dull 
enough) on the age of Methuselah, a mighty 
speculation ! there were outlines, rude guesses at 
the shape of Noah's Ark and of the riches of Solo- 
jnon's Temple ; questions as to the date of the 
creation, predictions of the end of all things ; the 
great lapses of time, the strange mutations of the 
globe were unfolded with the voluminous leaf, as 
it turned over; and though the soul might slum- 
ber with an hieroglyphic veil of inscrutable myste- 
ries drawn over it, yet it was in a slumber ill- 
exchanged for all tiie sharpened realities of sense. 
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-wit, hncj, or reason. My father's life was con^- 
ratively a dream ; but it was a dream of infinitj 
and eteroify, of death, the resurrection, and a 
judgment to oome ! 

No two individuals were ever more unlike tibaft 
were the host and his guest A poet was to mj 
&d2er a soit of nondescript ; yet whatever added 
^race to the Unitarian cause was to him welcome. 
He could hardly have been more surprised or 
pleased, if our visitor had worn wings. Indeed, 
his thpii^ts had wings ; and as tlie silken sounds 
rustled round our little wainscoted pariour, my 
^Either tlirew back his spectacles over his forehead, 
his white hairs miadng with its sanguine hue ; and 
a smile of delight beamed across his rugged cordial 
face, to think ^t Truth had found a new ally in 
Fancy ! * Besides, Coleridge seemed to take con- 
siderable notice of me,, and that of itsdf was 
enough. He talked vexy familiarly, but agreeably, 
and glanced over a variety of sulgects. At dinner* 
time he grew more animated, and dilated in a 
very edifying manner on Mary Wolstonecraft 

» I II » fc I I ■ Ill I .1 I ■■ f IIMI i» » 1 III I — 

• Uj faiher WM one of ihoia irko mistook his taknt 
^fierall. Ho vsed to be veiy mnoh diMatiified that Z 
prefeired Uz Letters to his Sermomr . The last weie forced 
and dry * the first came naturally ttom him. For ease, 
lialf-plays on words, and a snpine, monkish, mdolent plea- 
santly; I have never seen them equalled. 
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and Mackintosh. . The last, he said, he oon- 
jodered (on my fiaiher*s spealdi^ of his 'Yin* 
dieisa GralMcse' as a capital pesfocBianee) as a 
clev^^ scholastic man — a master of the top ies,-«-er 
as the ready warehouseman of letters, who knew 
exacdy wheie to lay his hand on whal he wanted, 
though the goods were not his own. He thought 
Mm no ma;tch lor Burke, either in s^le or matter. 
Burke was a metaphysieian, Mackintosh a mere 
logician. Borke was an orator (almost a poet) who 
reas(med in figures, because he had an ^e for 
nature : Mackintosh, on the other hand, was a 
rfaetorieian, who had only an eye to common-placesi. 
On this I ventured to say that I had always emter^ 
tamed a great opinion of Burke, and that (as tax 
s» I could find) the speaking of him with c(mtempt 
might be made the test of a vulgar demociatieal 
mmd. This was the first observatioii I ever made 
te Colexidge, and ha said it was a vezy just and 
striking one. I remember the leg of Welsh mut^ 
ton and the turnips on the table that day had tha 
finest flavour imaginable. Colmdge added that 
Mackintosh and Tom Wedgwood (of whom, how- 
ever, he spoke highly) had expressed a very indif- 
ferent opinion of his firiend Mr Woitbworth, on 
which he remarked to them — "He strides on so 
hx before you, that be dwindles in the distance ! " 
Oodwin had once boasted to him of having carried. 
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12 MY riBST ACQUAINTANCE 

on an argument with Mackintosh for three hours> 
with dubious success; Coleridge told him — "If 
there had been a man of genius in the room he 
would haye settled the question in five minutes.'* 
He asked me if I had ever seen Mary Wolstone- 
craft, and I said, I had once for a few moments, 
and that she seemed to me to turn off Godwin's 
objections to something she advanced with quite a 
playful, easy air. He replied, that ^*this was 
only one instance of the ascendency which people 
of imagination exercised over those of mere intel- 
lect," He did not rate Godwin very high* (this 
was caprice or prejudice, real or affected), but he 
had a great idea of Mrs Wolstonecraft's powers of 
conversation ; none at all of her talent for book- 
making. We talked a little about Holcrofk. He 
had been asked if he was not much struck with him, 
and he said, he thought himself in more dai^er 
of being struck by him. I complained that he 
would not let me get on at all, for he required a 
definition of every the commonest word, exclaiming, 
"What do you mean by a seuMtion, Sir? What 



* He complained in particular of the presnmption of 
hiB attempting to eBtablish the fature immortality of man, 
''without " (as he said) <* knowing what Death was or what 
Life was" — and the tone in which he pronounced these two 
words seemed to oonyey a complete image of both. 
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do you mean by an ideaT* This, Coleridge said, 
was banicadoing the road to truth ; — it was setting 
up a tompike-gate at every step we took. I forget 
a great number of things, many more than I 
remember ; but the day passed off pleasantly, and 
the next morning Mr Coleridge was to return to 
Shrewsbury. When I came down to breakfast, I 
found that he had just received a letter &om his 
Mend, T. Wedgwood, making him an offer of 150^, 
a year if he chose to waive his present pursuit, and 
devote himself entirely to the study of poetry and 
philosophy. Coleridge seemed to make up his 
mind to close with this proposal in the act of tying 
on one of his shoes. It threw an additional damp 
on his departure. It took the wayward enthusiast 
quite from us to cast him into Deva's winding 
vales, or by the shores of old romance. Instead of 
living at ten miles' distance, of being the pastor of 
a Dissenting congregation at Shrewsbury, he was 
henceforth to inhabit the Hill of Parnassus, to be 
a Shepherd on the Delectable Mountains. Alas ! 
I knew not the way thither, and felt very little 
gratitude for Mr Wedgwood's bounty. I was 
presently relieved from this dilemma ; for Mr 
Coleridge, asking for a pen and ink, and going to 
a table to write something on a bit of card, 
advanced towards me with undulating step, and 
giving me the precious document, said that that 
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was his address, Mr CoUrid^e, Ne^&r^^Stowe^y 
Smmrsetshire ; and that he should be ^isA to see 
me there in a few weeks' time, aad, if I chose^ 
would come half-way to meet me. I was not less 
sorpiised than the shepherd-boy (this siDiile is to 
be &>tmd in Cassandra) when he sees a thunder- 
bolt fall close at his feet. I stammered ouft my 
acknowledgments and acceptance of this offer 
(I thought Mr Wedgwood^s annuity a trifle to it) 
as well as I could ; and this mighty business beings 
settled, the poet-preacher took leave, and I aecom^ 
panied him six miles on the road. Itwas a fine 
morning in the middle of winter, and he talked 
tiie whole way. The scholar in Chaucer is de'> 
cribed as going 

" Sounding on his way." 

So Coleridge went on his. In digressing, in 
dilating, in passing from subject to subject, he 
Appeared to me to float in air, to slide on ice. 
!tle told me in confidence (going along) that he 
should have preached two sermons before he 
accepted the situation at Shrewsbuiy, one on. 
Infent Baptism, the other on the Lord's Supper, 
i^howing that he could not administer either, which 
would have effectually disquahfied him for the 
object in view. I observed that he continually 
crossed me on the way by shifting from one side. 
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(tf the l6o1|iAth to tbe other. This struck me as 
an odd moTement ; but I did not at that time 
conxieet it ^svith any instability of purpose or invo- 
luntaiy chaiige of principle, as I have done since. 
He seemed unable to keep on in a straight Hue. 
He q)oke slightingly of Hume (whose ' Essay on 
Mirades' he said was stol^ from an olgection 
started in one of South's BeTmojiS'-^CredatJwkBUs 
Apellaf) I was not Tsry much pleased at this 
aooount of Hume» for I had just beai reading, with 
infinite relish, that completest of all metaphysieal 
€hok»-pean, his ' Treatise on Human Nature/ to 
which the ' Essays,* in point of scholastio subtilty 
and dose reasoning, are mere elegant trifling, 
Ught summer leadingi Coleridge even denied 
the excellence of Hume's general style» which I 
think betrayed a want of taste or candour. He 
however made me amends by the manner in whidi 
he spoke of Berkeley. He dwelt particularly on 
his ' Essay on Vision' as a masterpiece of analy 
tical reasoning. So it imdonbtedly is. He was 
exoeedin^y angry with ]>r Johnson for striking 
the stone with his foot, in allusion to this author's 
'Jlieory of Matter and Sf»rit, and saying, '' Thu9 
I con&ite him, Sir.*' Coleridge drew a parallel (I 
don't know how he brought about the connexion) 
betweai Bidiop Berkdey and Tom Paine. He 
said the one was an instance of a subtle, the other 
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of an acute mind, tihan which no two things could 
be more distinct. The one was a shop-boy's 
quality, the Other the characteristic of a philoso* 
pher. He considered Bishop ButLer as a true 
philosopher, a profoimd and conscientious thinker, 
a genuine reader of nature and of his own mind. 
He did not speak of his * Analogy,* but of his 
' Sermons at the Bolls* Chapel,* of which I had 
never heard. Coleridge somehow always contrived 
to prefer the unknown to the known* In this 
instance he was right. The ' Analogy' is a tissue 
of sophistry, of wire-drawn, theological special- 
pleading ; the * Sermons' (with the Preffiuse to 
them) are in a fine vein of deep, matured reflec- 
tion, a candid appeal to our observation of human 
nature, without pedantiy and without bias, I told 
Coleridge I had written a few remarks, and was 
sometimes fooHsh enough to believe that I had 
made a discovery on the same subject (the * Natural 
Disinterestedness of the Himian Mind*)— and I 
tried to explain my view of it to Coleridge, who 
listened with great willingness, but I did not suc- 
ceed in making myself understood. I sat down 
to the task shortly afterwards for the twentieth 
time, got new pens and paper, determined to make 
clear work of it, wrote a few meagre sentences in 
the skeleton-style of a mathematical demonstration, 
stopped half-wiety down the second page ; and, alter 
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trying in vain to pump up any words, images* 
notions, apprehensions, &cts, or observations, from 
that golph of abstraction in which I hacf plunged 
myself for four or five years preceding, gave up 
the attempt as labour in vain, and shed tears 
of helpless despondency on the blank unfinished 
paper. I cau write &st enough now. Am I 
better than I was then? Oh no! One truth 
discovered, one pang of regret at not being able 
to express it, is better than all the fluency and 
flippancy in the world. Would that I could go 
back to what I then was ! Why can we not 
revive past times as we can revisit old places ? If 
I had the quaint Muse of Sir PhiHp Sidney to 
assist me, I would write a Sonnet to the Rood be- 
tween Wem and Shrewshury, and immortalise every 
step of it by some fond enigmatical conceit. I 
would swear that the very milestones had ears, 
and that Harmer-hill stooped with all its pines, to 
listen to a poet, as he passed ! I remember but 
one other topic of discourse in this walk. He 
mentioned Faley, praised the naturalness and 
clearness of his style, but condemned his senti- 
ments, thought him a mere time-serving casuist, 
and said that *' the fact of his work on Moral and 
Political Philosophy being made a text-book in our 
Universities was a disgrace to the national charac- 
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ter." We parted at the six^mile stone; aad I 
xetamed bemeward, pensive but mudi pleased* I 
had met with unexpected notice item a person, 
whom I bdieTed to have been prejudiced against 
me. *' Kind and afi&ible to me had been his con- 
deseension, and should be hononred ever with 
suitable ragard." He y^BS the first poet I had 
known, and he certainly answered to that inspired 
name. I had heard a great deal of his powers of 
conversation, and was not disappointed. In fact, 
I nev^ met with any thing at all like them, either 
before or since. I could easily credit the accounts 
which were circulated of his holding forth to a 
large party of ladies and gentlemen, an evening or 
two before, on the Berkeleian Theory, when he 
made the whole material universe look like a 
transparency of fine words; and another stoa^ 
(which I believe he has somewhere told himself) 
of his being asked to a party at Birmingham, of 
his smddng tobacco and going to sleep after din* 
nw: on a sofa, where the company found him to 
their no small surprise, whidi was increased to 
wonder when he started up of a sudden, and rub* 
bing his eyes, looked about him, fpid launched 
into a three-hours' description of the third heaven, 
of which he had had a dream, very different from 
Mr Sottthey's * Vision of Judgment,* and also 



y Google 



WITH POETS. 19 

fiEDm that other ' Vision of Judgment,* which Mr 
Murray, the Secretaiy of the Bridge-street Junta, 
took into his especial keeping ! 

On my way back, I had a socmd in my ears — ^it 
was the voice of Fani^; I had a light before me — 
it was the face of Poetry. The one still lingers 
theie, the otbo: has not qiutted my side I Cole- 
lidge in tmth met me half-way on the ground of 
{Aiilosophy, or I should not have been won over to 
his imaginatiye creed. I had an uneasy, pleasurable 
sensation all the time, till I was to visit him. 
During those months the chill breath of winter 
gave me a welcoming ; the vernal air was balm 
and inspiration to m^. The golden sun-sets, the 
silver star of evening, lighted me on my way to 
new hopes and prospects. I was to visit C6Uridg0 
im ike Spring. This drcomstance was never 
absent from my thou^ts, and mingled with all my 
fselingB. I wrote to him at the time proposed, and 
received an answer po(ri^K)ning my intended visit 
£or a week or two, but veiy cordially uiging me to^ 
complete my promise then. This delay did not 
damp, but rather increased my ardour. In the 
mean time, I went to LlangpUen Yale, by wffjr of 
iaitaating myself in the mysteries of natural aceneiy; 
and I must say \ was enchanted with it. I had 
been reading Coleridge's description of England, 
in his fine ' Ode on the Departing Tear,* and I 
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applied it, can amore, to the objects before me* 
That valley Yraa to me (in a mamier) the cradle of 
a new existence : in the river that \nnds through it, 
mj spirit was baptised in the waters of Helicon ! 

I returned home, and soon after set out on my 
journey with unworn heart and untired feet. My 
way lay through Worcester and Gloucester, and by 
Upton, where I thought of Tom Jones and the 
adventure of the muff. I remember getting com* 
pletely wet through one day, and stopping at an 
inn (I think it was at Tewkesbury) where I sat 
up all night to read * Paul and Yiiginia.' Sweet 
were the showers in early youth that drenched my 
body, and sweet the drops of pity that fell upon 
the books I read! I recollect a remark of 
Coleridge's upon this very book, — that nothing 
could show the gross indelicacy of French man- 
ners and the entire corruption of their ima- 
gination more strongly than the behaviour of 
the heroine in the last fEital scene, who turns 
away from a person on board the sinking vessel, 
that offers to save her lif§, because he has 
thrown off his clothes to assist him in swimming. 
Was tliis a time to think of such a circumstance ? 
I once hinted to Wordsworth, as we were sailing in 
bis boat on Grasmere lake, that I thought he had 
borrowed the idea of his * Poems on the Naming 
of Places ' from the local inscriptions of the same 
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kind in 'Paul and Virginia,' He did not own 
the obligation, and stated some distinction without 
a difference, in defence of his claim to originality. 
Any, the slightest variation, would be sufficient for 
this purpose in his mind ; for whatever he added 
or altered would inevitably be worth all that any. 
one else had done, and contain the marrow of 
the sentiment. — ^I was still two days before the 
time fixed for my arrival, for I had taken care to 
set out early enough. I stopped these two days at 
Bridgewater, and when I was tired of sauntering on 
the banks of its muddy river, returned to the inn^ 
and read * Camilla.' So have I loitered my life 
away, reading books, looking at pictures, going to 
plays, hearing, thinking, writing on what pleased 
me best. I have wanted only one thing to make me 
happy ; but wanting that, have wanted everything ! 

I arrived* and was well received. The country 
about Nether Stowey is beautiful, green and hilly, 
and near the sea-shore. I saw it but the other 
day, after an interval of twenty years, from a hiU 
near Taunton. How was the map of my life 
spread out before me, as the map of the country lay 
at my feet ! In the afternoon, Coleridge took me 
over to All-Foxden, a romantic old &mily mansion 
of the St Aubins, where Wordsworth lived. It 
was then in the possession of a Mend of the poet's, 
who gave him the ic^ use of it. Somehow that 
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period (the time just after the French Bevoktieii) 
vnM not a time when nothing was given for nothing. 
The mind ep^ied, smd a soilness might be per- 
ceived oonaing orer the heart of individuals, be- 
neath **the scales that fence" our seli^interest. 
Wordsworth himself was from home, but his sister 
kept house, and set before us a ihigal repast ; and 
we had free access to her brother's poems, the 
^ Lyrical Ballads,' which were still m manuscript, 
or in the form of ^Sybilline Leaves.' I di^)ed 
into a few of these with great satis&etion, and with 
the faith of a na?ice. I slept that night in an old 
room with blue hangings, and covered with the 
round-faced family portraits of the age of George I* 
and II, and from the wooded declivity of the ad- 
joining park that overlooked my window, at the 
dawn c^ day, coidd 

—"hear the loud stag speak." 

In the outset ol life (and partiiHikrly at this 
time I fdt it so) our imagination has a body to it. 
We are in a state between sleeping and waking, 
and have indistinet but glorious glimpses of strange 
s^pes, and th«e is always something to come, 
better than what we see. As in our ^eams the 
fulness of the blood gives warmth and reality to 
the coinage of the brain, so in youth our ideas are 
clothed, and fed, and paoapeied with our good 
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£^t8 ; we breathe tiiick with dioughtless happi- 
ness, the weight of fdtore years presses on the 
strong pulses of the heart, and we reix)se with 
undisturbed faitih in truth and good. As we ad- 
vance, we exhaust our fund of enjoyment and of 
hope. We ore bo Icmger wrapped in larnh's-wcoly 
lulled in Elysium. As we taste the pleasures of 
life, th^ sprit evaporates, the sense palls ; and 
notlu]^ is left but tlie phantoms, the lifeless sha- 
dows of what has been ! 

That morning, as soon as breakfSeMSt was over, 
we ^a\dled out into the paxii, and seating our- 
selves on the trunk of an old ash-tree that stretched 
•along ib» ground, Coleridge read akmd with a 
sonoioas and musioal voice, the ballad of ' Betfy 
Foy.* I was not critically or sceptically inclined. 
I saw touches oi truth and nature, and took the 
rest fi>r granted. But in the 'Thorn,' the *Mad 
Mother,* and the ' Complaint of a Poor Indian 
Woman,' I Mi that deeper power and pathos 
which have been since acknowledged, 

"In spite of prid«, in erring reason's spite,** 

as the characteristics of this author ; and the sense 
of a new style and a new spirit in poetry came over 
me. It had to me something of the effect that 
arises from the turning up of the fresh soil, or of 
the first welcome breath of Spring, 

"While yet the trembling year is unconfirmed.'* 
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Goleridge and myself walked back to Stowey that 
eyening, and his yoice sounded high 

" Of Proyidenoe, foreknowledge, will, and fate, 
Flz*d fate, free-will, foreknowledge absolute/' 

as we passed through echoing groye, by fieury stream 
or waterfisLll, gleaming in the summer moonlight ! 
He lamented that Wordsworth was not prone 
enough to belieye in the traditional superstitions of 
the place, and that there was a something corporeal, 
a waUer-of'SactrneMy a clinging to the palpable, or 
often to the petty, in his poetry, in consequence. 
His genius was not a spirit that descended to him 
through the air ; it sprung out of the ground like a 
flower, or unfolded itself from a green spray, on 
which the goldfinch sang. He said, however (if I 
remember right), that tMs objection must be con- 
fined to his descriptiye pieces, that his philosophic 
poetry had a grand and comprehensiye spirit in it, 
80 that his soul seemed to inhabit the universe like 
a palace, and to discover truth by intuition, rather 
than by deduction. The next day Wordsworth 
arrived from Bristol at Coleridge's cottage. I 
think I see him now. He answered in some 
degree to his fiiend's description of him, but 
was more gaunt and Don Quizote-like. He was 
quaintly dressed (according to the coztume of that 
unconstrained period) in a brown fustian jacket 
and striped pantaloons. There was something of 
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a roll, a lounge in his gait, not unlike his own 
* Peter Bell.' There was a severe, worn pressure 
of thought about his temples, a fire in his eye (as 
if he saw something in objects more than the out- 
ward appearance), an intense, high, narrow fore- 
head, a Eoman nose, cheeks farrowed by strong 
purpose and feeling, and a convulsive inclination 
to laughter about the mouth, a good deal at vari- 
ance with the solemn, stately expression of the rest 
of his face. Chantry's bust wants the marking 
traits ; but he was teased into making it regular 
and heavy: Haydon*s head of him, introduced 
into the Entrance of Christ into Jerusalem^ is the 
most like his drooping weight of thought and 
expression. He sat down and talked very naturally 
and freely, with a mixture of clear gushing ac- 
cents in his voice, a deep guttural intonation, and 
a strong tincture of the northern hurry like the 
crust on wine. He instantly began to make havoc 
of the half of a Cheshire cheese on the table, and 
said triumphantly that " his marri^^e with experi- 
ence had not been so productive as Mr Southey's 
in teaching him a knowledge of the good things of 
this life." He had been to see the ' Castle Spec- 
tre* by Monk Lewis, while at Bristol, and described 
it veiy well. He said '' it fitted the taste of the 
audience like a glove." This ad captandum merit 
was however by no means a recommendation of it. 
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according to the sevdre principles of the new school, 
which reject rather than court popular effect. 
Wordsworth, looking out of the low, latticed win- 
dow, said, " How heoatifullj the sun sets on that 
yellow bank !" I thought within mjself, *' With 
what eyes these poets see nature P* and erer after, 
when I saw the sun*set stream upon the objects 
facing it, conceived I had made a disoovexy, or 
thanked Mr Wordsworth ht having made one for 
me! We went over to All-Foxden again the day 
following, and Wordsworth read via the stoiy of 
' Peter Bell' in the open air ; and the comment 
upon it by his face and voice was very different 
from that of some later critics! Whatever might be 
thought of the poem, *' his &ce was as a book where 
men mi^t read strange matters," and he announced 
the fate of his hero in prophetic tones. There is 
a ehaunt in the recitation both of Coleridge and 
Wordsworth, which acts as a spell upon the hearer, 
and disarms the judgment. Perhaps they have 
deceived themselves by making habitual use of this 
aml»guou8 accompaniment. Coleridge's manner 
is more full, animated, and varied ; Wordsworth's 
more equable, sustained, and internal. The one 
might be termed more dramaUcy the other more 
hfrical. Coleridge has told me that he himself 
hked to oompo$e in walking over uneven ground, 
or breaking through the straggling brandies of a 
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oopse-wood ; whereas Wordsworth alwajs wrote (if 
he could) walking up and down a straig^ graved 
walk» or in some spot where the oontiinikf of his 
Terse met with no c(dlateral iatenaption. Retum" 
ing that same evening, I got into a metiqafayBical 
argum^it with Wordsworth, while Coleridge waa 
explaining the different notes of the nightingale t» 
his Eoster, in which we neither oi us succeeded Ia 
making oncselves perfectly dear and intelligible. 
Thus I passed three weeks at Nether Stowey and 
in the neighbourhood, generally devoting the afier^ 
noons to a delightful chat in an arbour made of bark 
by the poet's Mend Tom Poole, sittii^ under two 
fine elm-trees, and listening to the bees humming 
round us, while we quaffed our flip. It was agreed, 
among other tlungs, that we should make a jaunt 
down the Bristol-Channel, as far as Linton. We 
set off together on loot, Coleridge, John Chester,, 
and I. This Chester was a nattve of Nether 
Stowey, one of those who were attracted to Cole- 
ridge's discourse as flies aare to honey, or bees in 
swarming-time to the sound of a brass pan* He 
*' followed in the chase, like a dog who hunts, not 
like one that made up the cry." He had on a 
brown cloth coat, boots, and corduroy breeches, 
was low in stature, bow-l^ged, had a drag in his 
walk like a drover, which he assisted by a hazel 
switch, and kept on a sort of trot by the side of 
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Coleridge, like a mmiixig footman by a state coach, 
that he might not lose a syllable or sound that fell 
from Coleridge's lips* He told me his private 
opinion, that Coleridge was a wonderful man. He 
scarcely opened his lips, much less offered an 
4»pinion the whole way: yet of the three, had I to 
•choose during that journey, I would be John 
Chester. He afterwards followed Coleridge into 
Germany, where the Eantean philosophers were 
puzzled how to bring him under any of their cate- 
gories. When he sat down at table with his idol, 
John's felicity was complete ; Sir Walter Scott's, 
or Mr Blackwood's, when they sat down at the 
same table with the King, was not more so. We 
.passed Dunster on our right, a small town between 
the brow of a hill and the sea. I remember eyeing 
it wistfully as it lay below us : contrasted with the 
woody scene around, it looked as clear, as pure, as 
embrowned and ideal as any landscape I have seen 
since, of Gaspar Poussin's or Domenichino's. We 
had a long day's march — (our feet kept time to the 
echoes of Coleridge's tongue) — through Minehead 
and by the Blue Anchor, and on to Linton, which 
we did not reach till near midnight, and where we 
had some difficulty in making a lodgment. We 
however knocked the people of the house up at 
last, and we were repaid for our apprehensions and 
fatigue by some excellent rashers of Med bacon 
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and eggs. The view in coming along had been 
splendid. We walked for miles and miles on dark 
brown heaths overlooking the Chamiel, with the 
Welsh hills beyond, and at times descended into 
little sheltered valleys close by the sea-side, with a 
smuggler's face scowling by us, and then had to 
ascend conical hills with a path winding up through 
a coppice to a barren top, like a monk's shaven 
crown, from one of which I pointed out to Cole- 
ridge's notice the bare masts of a vessel on the 
veiy edge of the horizon and within the red-orbed 
disk of the setting sun, like his own spectre-ship in 
the ' Ancient Mariner.' At Linton the character 
of the searcoast becomes more marked and rugged. 
There is a place called the VaUey of Bocks (I sus- 
pect this was only the poetical name for it) bedded 
among precipices overhanging the sea, with rocky 
caverns beneath, into which the waves dash, and 
where the sea-gull for ever wheels its screaming 
flight. On the tops of these are huge stones thrown 
transverse, as if an earthquake had tossed them 
there, and behind these is a fretwork of perpendi- 
cular rocks, something like the Oianifs Causeway, 
A thunder-storm came on while we were at the 
inn, and Coleridge was running out bareheaded to 
enjoy the commotion of the elements in the Valley 
of Rocks, but as if in spite, the clouds, only mut- 
tered a few angry sounds, and let fall a few refresh- 



y Google 



80 MY FIR8T ACQUAINTANCE 

ing diX)p$. Coleridge told me that he and Words- 
worth were to have made this plaoe th^ scene of a 
fxrose-tale, ivhkh was to haye hem in the manner 
<yf; but fieur superior to, the ' Death of Abel/ but 
thej had relinquished the design. In the morning 
of tbe sec<md day, we breakGaated luxuriously in an 
old*&shioned parlour, on tea, toast, eggs, and honey, 
in the veiy sight of the bee-hives from which it had 
been taken, and a garden full of thyme and wild 
flowers that had produced it. On this occasion 
Coleridge spoke of Vir^'s * Georgics/ but not well. 
X do not think he had much feeling for the classi- 
cal or elegant. It was in this room that we found 
a little worn-out copy of the * Seasons,* lying in a 
window-seat, on which Coleridge exclaimed, ** That 
is true fame!" He said Thomson was a great 
poet, rather than a good one ; his style was as me- 
retricious as his thoughts Were natural. He spoke 
of Oowper as the best modem poet. He said the 
* Lyrical Ballads ' were an experiment about to be 
tried by him and Wordsworth, to see how far the 
public taste would endure poetry written in a more 
natural and simple style than had hitherto been 
attempted ; totally discarding the artifices of poeti- 
cal diction, and making use only of such words as 
had probably been common in the most ordinary 
language since the days of Henry II. Some com- 
parison was introduced between Sbaltspeare and 
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Milton, He said " ha liardly knew which to prefer. 
Shakspeaxe appeared to him a mere stripling in the 
art ; he was as tall and as strong, with w£mtAj 
more activity than Milton, hut he never appeared 
to have come to maa's estate ; or if he had, he 
would not have been a man, but a monster." He 
spoke with contempt of Gray, and with intoleranoe 
of Pope« He did not like the veisifuation of the 
latter. He observed that '* the ears of these coupleit* 
writers might be charged with having short me* 
mories, tbat could not retain the harmony of whole 
passages." He thought little of Junius as a writer; 
he had a dislike of Dr Johnson; and a muoh 
higher opinion of Burke as an omtor and politiciaoy 
than of Fox or Pitt« He however thought him 
vezy inferior in richness of style and imagery to 
some of our elder prose-writers, particularly Jeremy 
Taylor. He liked Eichardson» but not Fielding ; 
nor. could I get him to enter into the merits of 



* He had no idea of pictures, of Claude or Kaphael, and 
at this time I had as little as he. He sometimes gives a 
striking aeoount at present of the Cartoons at Pisa, by 
Buffamaloo aad othen ; of one in particular, when Beath 
is seen in the air brandishing his scythe, and the great and 
mighty of the earth shudder at his approach, while the 
beggars and the wretched kneel to him as their deliverer. 
He would of course understand so broad and fine a moral 
as this at any time. 
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♦Caleb Williams/* In short, he was profound 
and discriminating with respect to those authors 
whom he liked, and where he gave his judgment 
£Edr play ; capricious, perverse, and prejudiced in 
his antipathies and distastes. We loitered on the 
" ribbed sea*sands," in such talk as this a whole 
morning, and I recollect met with a curious sea- 
weed, of which John Chester told us the countiy 
name ! A fisherman gave Coleridge an account of 
a boy that had been drowned the day before, and 
that they had tried to save him at the risk of their 
own lives. He said " he did not know how it was 
that they ventured, but, Sir, we have a nature 
towards one another." This expression, Coleridge 
remarked to me, was a fine illustration of that 
theory of disinterestedness which I (in common 
with Butler) had adopted. I broached to him an 
argument of mine to prove that likeness was not 
mere association of ideas. I said that the mark in 
the sand put one in mind of a man*s foot, not be- 
cause it was part of a former impression of a man^s 
foot (for it was quite new), but because it was like 
the shape of a roan's foot. He assented to the 
justness of this distinction (which I have explained 
at length elsewhere, for the benefit of the curious) 
and John Chester listened ; not from any interest 
in the subject, but because he was astonished that 
I should be able to suggest anything to Coleridge 
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that he did not already know. We returned on 
the third morning, and Coleridge remarked the 
silent cottage-smoke curling up the valleys where, 
a few evenings before, we had seen the lights 
gleaming through the dark. 

In a day or two after we arrived at Stowey, we 
set .out, I on my return home, and he for Germany. 
It was a Sunday morning, and he was to preach 
that day for Dr Toulmin of Taunton. I asked him 
if he had prepared anything for the occasion ? He 
said he had not even thought of the text, but should 
as soon as we parted. I did not go to hear him, — 
this was a fault, — ^but we met in the evening at 
Bridgewater. The next day we had a long day's 
walk to Bristol, and sat down, I recollect, by a 
well-side on the road, to cool ourselves and satisfy 
our thirst, when Coleridge repeated to me some 
descriptive lines from his tragedy of * Eemorse ; * 
which I must say became his mouth and that occa- 
sion better than they, some years after, did Mr 
EUiston's and the Drury-lane boards, — 

" Oh memoiy ! shield me from the world's poor strife. 
And give those scenes thine ererlasting life." 

I saw no more of him for a year or two, during 
which period he had been wandering in the Hartz 
Forest in Germany ; and his return was cometaiy, 
meteorous, unlike his setting out. It was not till 
some time after that I knew his friends Lamb and 
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Soutfaey. The last always appears to me (as I 
first saw him) with u common-place book tmder his 
arm, and the first with a hon-mot in his mouth. It 
was at Godwin^ diat I met him with Holcroft and 
Coleridge, where they were disputing fiercely which 
was the best — Man as he was, or man as he is to 
be. " Oive me," says Lamb, ** man as he is not to 
he." This saying was the begmmsg of a fiiend- 
ship between us, which I beliete still continues. — 
Enough of this for the present. 

"Bat there is matter for another rhjme» 
And I to this may add a second tale:^ 

1828. 
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OF PERSONS ONE WOULD WISH TO 
HAVE SEEN. 



tt Come like ahadowe-^eo depart.'* 

Lamb it was, I think, who snggested this subject, 
as well as the defence of Guj Faux, which I urged 
him to execute. As, however, he would undertake 
neither, I suppose I -must do both — a task for 
which he would have been much fitter, no less 
from the temerity than the f dicity of his pen— - 

'' Neyer so sure our rapture to create 
As whea it toucVd the Inrink of all we hate." 

Compared with him I shall, I fear, make but a 
common-place piece of business of it ; but I should 
be loth the idea was entirely lost, and besides I 
xnay avail myself of some bints of his in the pro- 
gress of it. I am sometimes, I suspect, a better 
reporter of the ideas of other people than expounder 
of my own. I pursue the one too far into paradox 
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or mysticism ; tlie others I am not bound to follow 
farther than I like, or than seems fair and rea- 
sonable. 

On the question being started, A said, " I 

suppose the two first persons you would choose to 
see would be the two greatest names in English 
literature. Sir Isaac Newton and Mr Locke ?'* In 

this A , as usual, reckoned without his host. 

Every one burst out a-laughing at the expression 
of Lamb's face, in which impatience was restrained 
by courtesy, " Yes, the greatest names," he stam- 
mered out hastily, *' but they were not persons— 
not persons." — "Not persons ?" said A , look- 
ing wise and foolish at the same time, afraid his 
triumph might be premature. " That is," rejoined 
Lamb, " not characters, you. know. By Mr Locke 
and Sir Isaac Newton, you mean the * Essay on 
the Hiunan Understanding,' and the * Principia,' 
which we have to this day. Beyond their contents 
there is nothing personally interesting in the men. 
But what we want to see any one bodily for, is 
when there is something peculiar, striking in the 
individuals, more than we can learn from their 
Avritings, and yet are curious to know. I dare say 
Locke and Newton were very like Kneller s por- 
traits of them. But who could paint Shakspeare ?" 
— " Ay," retorted A , " there it is ; then I 
suppose you wo^old prefer seeing him and Milton 
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instea4 ?"— " No," said Lamb, " neither. I have 
seen so much of Shakspeare on the stage and on 
book-stalls, in frontispieces and on mantel-pieces» 
that I am quite tired of the everlasting repetition : 
and as to Milton's £Gu*e, the impressions that have 
come down to us of it I do not like ; it is too 
starched and puritanical ; and I should be afraid 
of losing some of the manna of his poetiy in the 
leaven of Ms countenance and the precisian's band 

>and gown." — " I shall guess no more," said A . 

** Who is it, then, you would like to see * in his 
habit as he lived,* if you had your choice of the 
whole range of English literature ?" Lamb then 
named Sir Thomas Brown and Fulke Gre^ille, 
the friend of Sir Philip Sidney, as the two wortliies 
whom he should feel the greatest pleasm*e to en* 
counter on the floor of his apartment in their 
night-gown and sHppers, and to exchange friendly 
greeting with them. At this A la^ughed out- 
right, and conceived Lamb was jesting with him ; 
but as no one followed bis example, he thought 
there might be something in it, and waited for 
an explanation in a state of whimsical suspense* 
Lamb then (as well as I can remember a conversa- 
tion that passed twenty years ago — ^how time slips !) 
went on as follows. *«The reason why I pitch 
upon these two authors is, that their writings are 
riddles, and they themselves the most mjsterioua 
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of peisonages. Tbej resemble the sootbsajeirs of 
old, wh^^^ dealt in dark hints and doabtfiol oracles ; 
and I AqkHA like to ask tibeod the meaning of what 
no mcHTtal but themselves, I should suppose, can 
&thom. There is Dr Johnson : I haTe no cariosity, 
no strange wac&itamtj about him ; he and Boswell 
together have ]»retty well let me in^ofhe secret of 
what passed through his mind. He and other 
writers Kk^ hiii^ are sufficient explicit : mj friends, 
whose repose I should be tempted to disturb (were 
it in m J powor), are implicit, inextricable, inscru- 
table. 

" When I look at that obscure but goi^^eous prose- 
composition the ' Urn-burial," I seem to mjself to 
look into a deep abjss, at the bottom of which are 
hid pearls and rich treasure ; or it is like a statdy 
labyrinth of cbuibt and withering speculation, and I 
would inToke the spirit of the author to lead, me 
through it. Besides, who would not be curious to 
see the lineaments of a man who, having himself 
been twice married, wished that mankind were pro- 
pagated Hke trees ! As to Fv^ke Greyille, he is 
Hke nothing but one of his own ^ Prologues Eqpoken 
by the ^ost of an old king of Ormus,' a truly for- 
midable and inviting perscmage : his style is apoca- 
lyptical, cabalistical, a knot worthy oi such an 
apparition to untie ; and for the unjcavelling a pas- 
sage or twoy I would stand the brunt d an encounter 
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"with SO porteatoafiAComxiMiittttor V'^^^* I am afraid 
in that case/' said A——, **that if tbe mysteiy 
were once cleared up, tbe merit might be lost ;**— 
and turning to me, wbi£^red a Mend^ apprehen- 
sion, that while Lamb continued to admiie these old 
t^rabbed authors, he would never beoodie a popular 
writer. Dr IKmne was mentioned as a writer of 
the same period, with a very interesting counte- 
nance, whose history was singular, and whose 
meaning was often quite as uncomsaUiblet without a 
personal citaticm fcom the dead, as that of any of 
his contemporaries. The volume was produced; 
and while some one was eicpatiating on the exquisite 
^mplicity and beauty of the portrait prefixed to 

the old edition, A got hold of the poetiy, and 

exclaiming *'What have we here?*' read the 
following : — 

** Here lies & She-Son and a Be-Moon thete-^ 
She gires the best light to his sphere, 
Or each is both and all, and so 
They unto one another nothing owe.'* 

There was no Tesisting this, till Lamb, seizing 
the volume, turned to the beautiful * Lines to his 
Mistress,' dissuading her from aocompenyiDg him 
abroad, and read them widi suffused features and a 
faltering tongue. 

" By our first sMage and fttal interview, 
By all cMlts whicii thereof did ensue, 
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Bj our long stanruig hopes, by thai remorse 
Which mj words* mascaline persuasiTe force 
Begot in thee, and bj the memoiy 
Of hurts, which spies and rirals threaten'd me» 
I calmly beg. But by thy father's wrath. 
By all pains which want and dirorcement hath, 
I conjure thee ; and all the oaths which I 
Ai^d thou hare sworn to seal joint constant 
Here I unswear, and orerswear them thus — 
Thou shalt not lore by ways so dangerous. 
Temper, oh fair Loto ! loye*s impetuous rage, 
Be my true mistress still, not my feign*d Pagef 
111 go, and, by thy kind leave, leave behind 
Thee ! only worthy to nurse it in my mind. 
Thirst to come back ; oh, if thou die before, 
Hy soul from other lands to thee shall soar. 
Thy (else almighty) beauty cannot more 
Bage from the seas, nor thy Iotc teach them Iotc. 
Nor tame wild Boreas' harshness ; thou hast read 
How roughly he in pieces shirered 
Fair Orithea, whom he swore he loved. 
Fall ill or good, 'tis madness to hare proved 
Pangers unuiged : Feed on this flattery. 
That absent lovers one with th' other be. 
Dissemble nothing, not a boy ; nor change 
Thy body's habit, nor mind ; be not strange 
To thyself only. All will spy in thy face 
A blushing, womanly, discovering grace. ■ ■ 
Bichly-clothed apes are call'd apes, and as soon 
Eclipsed as bright we call the moon the moom 
Men of France,. changeable cameleons, 
Spitals of diseases, shops of fashions. 
Love's fuellers, and the ri^htest company. ^ 
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Of players, which upon the world^s stege be. 

Will quickly know thee stay here J for thee 

England is only a worthy gallery. 
To walk in expectation ; till from thenoe 
Our greatest King call thee to his presence. 
When I am gone, dream me some happiness, 
Kor let thy looks our long-hid love confess, 
Nor pnuse, nor dispnuse me ; nor bless, nor curse 
Openly lore's force, nor in bed fright thy nurse 
With midnight startings, crying out. Oh, oh, 
Nurse, oh, my loye is slain, I saw him go 
0*er the white Alps alone ; I saw him, I, 
Assul'd, fight, taken, stabb'd, bleed, fall, and die. 
Augur me better chance, except dread Jove 
Think it enough for me to have had thy love." 

Some one then inquired of Lamb if we could 
not see from the window the Temple walk in: 
which Chaucer used to take his exercise ; and on 
his name being put to the vote, I was pleased to 
find that there was a general sensation in his 

favour in all but A , who said something about 

the ruggedness of the metre, and even objected to 
the quaintness of the orthography, I was vexed 
at this superficial gloss, pertinaciously reducing 
everything to its own trite level, and asked "if 
he did not think it would be worth while to scan, 
the eye that had first greeted the Muse in that 
dim twilight and early dawn of English literature ; 
to see the head, round which the visions. of fancj 
must have played like gleams of inspiration or & 
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sudden gloiy ; t^ watch those Up» that * lisped in 
numbers, for the numbers came ' — as bj a miracle, 
or as if the dumb should speak ? Kor was it alone 
that he had been the first to tune his native tongue 
(however imperfectly to modem ears); but be was 
himself a Qobk» manlj character, standing hekxe 
his agft and striving to advance it; a pleasant 
humourist withal, who has not only handed down 
to us the living manners of his time, but had, no 
doubt, store of curious and quaint devices, aa^d 
would make as hearty a oofiapanion as mine Host 
of the Tabftjrd. Hjs interview with Petraw^ is 
fraught with interest. Yet I would rather have 
seen Chaucer in company with the author of 
' Decameron,' imd have heard them exchange their 
best stories together, — ^the Squire's Tale against 
the Story of the Falcon, the Wife of Bath's Pro- 
h^e against the Adventures of Friar Albert. 
How fine to see the high mysterious brow which 
learning then woie, relieved by the gay, &miliar 
tone of men of the worid, and by the courtesies of 
genius f Sordiy, the thou^ts and feelings which 
passed through the minds of these great revivers 
of learning, these Cadmuses who sowed the teeth 
of letters, must have stamped an expression on 
their features as different firom the modems as 
their books, and well wortili the perusal. Dante," 
I contmued, ** is as interesting a person as his> 
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own Ugolino, one T^iose iineamesits ertxiosity would 
as eagerly devoiir in order to penetrate his spirit, 
and 1^ only one of the Itali«npoetft I should care 
much to see. there is a fine portrait of Anostx) 
by no less a hand than Titian's ; light, Moiorish, 
spirited, but not answering our idea. Thb same 
artist's large colossal profile of Peter Aretine is the 
only likeness of the kind that had the effect of 
conversing wilii *the mighty dead*' «aid this is 
truly spectral, ghasfly, necronumtio." Lamb put 
it to me if I should like to see Spenser as well as 
ChaucOT; and i answ^ored wifcout hesitation, *' No ; 
ior that his beauttes were ideal, ^sioiMKiy, not 
palpable or per^nal, and therefore ce^nected with 
leds curioi^ly about the man. His poetiy was the 
essence of romance, a very halo round the bright 
^b <3i fsmcy ; and t!he btinging in the individual 
sxa^ d£9»olve the diaxm. No tones ci voice could 
come up to the meUiflaous cadenoe of his verse ; 
no form but of a winged aaigel could vie widi the 
airy shapes lie has described. He was (to my 
apprehessicii) laliker a * creature <^ the element, 
that lived in Ihe rainbow and played in the 
plighted ^loufts,' than an ordiisiiy mortal Or if 
he did appear, I should wbh it to be as a mete 
vision, like one of hk own pageants, and that he 
dMMild pass by unquestioned like n dx^am or 
sdund-^ 
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* Thai was Anon crown*d : 

So went he playing on the wat'zy plain.* " 

Captain Bumey mattered something about Co- 
lumbus, and Martin Bumey hinted at the Wander- 
ing Jew ; but the last was set aside as spurious^ 
and the first made over to the New World. 

" I should like," said Mrs Reynolds, " to have 
seen Pope talk with Patty Blount; and I luive 
seen Goldsmith.** Eveiy one turned round to look 
at Mrs Reynolds, as if by so doing they could get 
a sight at Goldsmith. 

" Where,*' asked a harsh, croaking voice, *' was. 
Dr Johnson in the years 1745-6 ? He did not 
write anything that we know of, nor is there any 
account of him in Boswell during those two years. 
Was he in Scotland with the Pretender? He 
seems to have passed through the scenes in the 
Highlands in company with Boswell many years 
after * with lack-lustre eye,' yet as if they were 
familiar to him, or associated in his mind with 
interests that he durst not explain. If so, it would 
he an additional reason for my liking him ; andl 
would give something to have seen him seated in 
the tent with the youthful Majesty of Britain, and 
penning the Proclamation to all true subjects and 
adherents of the legitimate Government." 

" I thought,** said A—, turning short round 
itponLamb, '' that you of the Lake School did not 
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like Pope ?" — " Not like Pope ! My dear sir, you 
must be under a mistake — ^I can read bim over 
and over for ever ! " — " Why, certainly, the 'Essay 
on Man ' must be allowed to be a masterpiece."— 
** It may be so, but I seldom look into it." — " Oh! 
then iVs his Satires you admire ? "— " No, not his 
Satires, but his friendly Epistles and his compli- 
ments."—" Compliments ! I did not know he ever 
made any." — " The finest," said Lamb, "that were 
ever paid by the wit of man. Each of them is 
worth an estate for life-— nay, is an immortality. 
There is that superb one to Lord Oombury : 

* DespiM low joys, low gains ; 
Disdain whaterer Combury disdains ; 
Be virtuous, and be happy for your pains.' 

Was there ever more artful insinuation of idolatrous 
praise ? And then that noble apotheosis of his 
Mend Lord Mansfield (however little deserved), 
when, speaking of the House of Lords, he adds — 

' Conspicaons scene ! another yet is nigh, 
(More silent far) where kings and poets lie ; 
Where Murray (long enough his country's pride) 
Shall be no more than Tully or than Hyde ! ' 

And with what a fine turn of indignant flatteiy he 
Addresses Lord Bolingbroke — 

' Why rail they then, if but one wreath of mine. 
Oh ! all-accomplish'd St John, deck thy shrine ) ' 

Or turn," continued Lamb, with a slight hectic on 
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bis cheek and his eye glistening, ^ to his list of 
early friends : 

* But why then publish 1 Granyille tlie polite. 
And Icnowing "Wahh, would tell me I eould urtite ; 
Well-natured 6Nuth inflafited with eafrly prftia», 
And Congrere lortd, and ^mk caiiaanBd my lays : 
The oourtiy Talbot, Scnttiera, Sheffield teMU 
£y*n mitred Bochester would nod the head ; 
And St John's self (great Dryden*s friend before) 
IteoeiTed with open arms one poet more. 
Happy my studies, if by these approt«d t 
Happier thmt author^ if by these belored I 
From these the world will judge of men aadbooicsk 
Not from the Bumets, Oldmixons, and Cooks.'" 

Here his voice totally failed him, and throwing 
down the l>ook, he said, " Do yoa tiling I would 
not wii^ to have been friends witli saoh a man as 
this?" 

" What say ym to Drydea ?"— " He rather 
made a dliow d himself, and courted popularity ia 
that lowest temple of fame, a cofifee-house, so as in 
some measure to vulgarise oue's idea of him. Pope, 
on the contiaiy, reaohed the very ^Mite idMi£ what 
a poet's life should be ; and his fame while living 
seemed to he an emanation from tiiat which was to 
circle his name after deatb. He was m &r eirtriabld 
(and one wodd feel prood to have wilaesse d the 
rare spectacle in him) &at he was almost the only 
poet and man of genius who met widi his rewaxd 
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oa this, side of th« tomb, wbo realised in fci^da, 
foF(9ine, the efileem of the world, the most sanguine 
hopes of apqJlifol ambition* and who found that 
sort of patvooage ffomthe greatducing his lifetime 
which they would be thought anxious to bestow 
up(m him aft^ his death. Bead Gay's verses to 
him on his supposed return fcom Greece, after his 
translation of Homer was fii$ished, and say if you 
would not gladly join the bright procession that 
welcomed him b(Miie, or see it once moi^e land at 
Whitehall steiia*'— " Still," said Mrs E^ynolds, 
'* I would rather have seen himr talking with Patty 
Bbunt, or riding by in a coronet-coach with Lady 
Maiy Wortley Montagu ! " 

Erasmus Phillips, who was deep in a game of 
piquet at the other end of the room, whispered to 
Martin Bumey to c^ if Junius would not, be a fit 
person to in^dse from the dead. " Yes," said 
Lamb, '' preyed he would agi:ee to ky aside Jhis 



We were now at a stand for a short time, when 
Fieldii^ was mentioned as a caiodidate : only one, 
however, seconded the proposition. " Bidiaidson ? " 
'^'' By all means, but only to look at him through 
tite glassrdoor of his back-shop, hard at work upon 
one of his novels (the most extraordioary contrast 
that CTor was presented between an author and his 
works) ; not to l6t him come behind his counter, 
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lest he should want you to turn customer, or to go 
upstairs with him, lest he should offer to read the 
first manuscript of Sir Charles Grandison, which 
was originally written in eight^and-twenty volmnes 
octavo, or get out the letters of his female corre- 
spondents, to prove that Joseph Andre^rs was low." 
There was but one statesman in the whole of 
English history that any one expressed the least 
desire to see — Oliver Cromwell, with his fine, frank, 
rough, pimply face, and wily policy ; and one en- 
thusiast, John Bunyan, the immortal author of the 

* Pilgrim's Progress.* It seemed that if he came 
into the room, dreams would follow him, and that 
each person would nod under his golden cloud, 
" nigh-sphered in Heaven," a canopy as strange 
and stately as any in Homer. 

Of all persons near our own time, Gairick's name 
was received with the greatest enthusiasm, who was 
proposed by Baron Field. He presently superseded 
both Hogarth and Handel, who had been talked of, 
but then it was on condition that he should act in 
tragedy and comedy, in the play and the £aice, 

• Lear * and ' Wildair ' and * Abel Drugger.' What 
a sight for sore eyes that would be ! Who would 
not part with a year's income at least, almost with 
a year of his natural life, to be present at it? 
Besides, as he could not act alone, and recitation^ 
are unsatisfactory things, what a troop he must 
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bring with him — ^the silver-tongiied Barry, and 
Quin, and Shuter and Weston, and Mrs Ghve and 
Mrs Pritchard, of whom I have heard my father 
speak as so great a £Givourite when he was young ! 
This would indeed be a revival of the dead, the 
restoring of art; and so much the more desirable, 
as such is the lurking scepticism mingled with our 
overstrained admiration of past excellence, that 
though we have the speeches of Burke, the portraits 
of Reynolds, the writings of Goldsmith, and the 
conversation of Johnson, to show what people could 
do at that period, and to confirm the imiversal 
testimony to the merits of Garrick ; yet, as it was 
before our time, we have our misgivings, as if he 
was probably after all little better than a Bartlemy- 
fair actor, dressed out to play Macbeth in a scarlet 
coat and laced cocked-hat. For one, I should like 
to have seen and heard with my own eyes and 
ears. Certainly, by all accounts, if any one was 
ever moved by the true histrionic astus, it was 
Garrick. When he followed the Ghost in * Hamlet,' 
he did not drop the sword, as most actors do, 
behind the scenes, but kept the point raised the 
whole way round, so fully was he possessed with 
the idea, or so anxious not to lose sight of his 
part for a moment. Once at a splendid dinner- 
party at Lord .^— 's, they suddenly missed 
Garrick, and could not imagine what was become 
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of him, till thfiy were drawn to the window by the 
eoavulsive screaooa and peals of lau^ter <^ a young 
negro boy, who wm rolling on the ground in an 
ecBtaay of delight to see Garriok mimioiog a 
turkey-cock in the court-yard, with his coat-tail 
stuck out behind, and in a seeming flutter of 
feathered rage and pride. Of oar party only two 
persons present had seen the British Boscius ; and 
they seemed as willing as the rest to renew their 
acquaintance with their old favourite. 

We were interrupted in the hey-day and mid- 
career of this fanciful speculation, by a grumbler 
in a comer, who dediared it was a shame to make 
all this rout about a mere player and &rce-writer, 
to the neglect and exclusion of the fine old 
dramati^ta, the contemporaries and rivals of 
Shah^peare. Lamb said he had anticipated this 
ol^ection when he had named the author of 
'Mustapha and Alaham;* and out of caprice 
insisted upon, keeping him to represent the set, in 
preference to the wild hair-brained enthusiast Kit 
Marlowe; to the sexton of St Ann's, Webster, 
with his melancholy yew-trees and death's-heads; 
to Deckar, whp was but a garrulous proser ; to the 
voluminous Heywood ; and even to Beaumont and 
Fletcher, whom we m^ht offend by complimenting 
the wrong author on their joint productions. Lord 
Brook» on the contrary, stood quite by himself, or, 
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in Cowky*s words, was ''a vast species akme.'* 
Some one hinted at the eizcamstance of his being 
a lord, whi<^ rath^ startled Lamb, but he said a 
ghost would perhaps dispense with strict etiquette, 
on being regularly addressed by his title. Ben 
Jonson divided our sufCrages pretty equally. Some 
were afraid he wocdd begin to traduce Shakspeare, 
who was not present to defend himself. '* If 
he grows disagreeable," it was whispered aloud, 
" there is Godwin can match him." At length, 
his romantic visit to Drammond of Hawthorn- 
den was mentioned, and turned the scale in his 
favour. 

Lamb mquired if thete was any one that was 
hanged that I would choose to mention? And I 
answered, Eugene Aram. The name of the 
* Admirable Crichton " was suddenly started as a 
splendid example of waste talents, so different from 
the g^erality of his countiymen. This choice 
was mightily approved by a North-Briton pre- 
sent, who declaced himself descended £K>m that 
prodigy of learning and aocomplii^ment, and «Bid 
he had family plate in his possession as vouchers 
for the fact, with the initials A. 0. — Admirable 
Crichton! Hunt laughed or rather roared as 
heartily at this as I should think he has done for 
many years. 
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The last-oamed Mitre-courtier* then wished to 
know whether there were any metaphysicians to 
whom one might be tempted to apply the wizard 
spell? I replied, there were only six in modem 
times deserving the name — ^Hobbes, Berkeley, 
Butler, Hartley, Hume, Leibnitz; and perhaps 
Jonathan Edwards, a Massachusetts man.f As to 
the French, who talked fluently of having created 
this science, there was not a tittle in any of their 
writings that was not to be found literally in the 
authors I had mentioned. [Home Tooke, who 
might have a claim to come in under the head 
of Grammar, was still living.] None of these 
names seemed to excite much interest, and I did 

* Lamb at this time occupied chambers in Mitre court> 
Temple. 

f Lord Bacon is not Included in this list, nor do I know 
where he should come in. It is not easy to make room for 
him and his reputation together. This great and celebrated 
man in some of his works recommends it to pour a bottle of 
claret into the ground of a morning, and to stand over it, 
inhaling the perfumes. So he sometimes enriched the dry 
and barren soil of speculation with the fine aromatic spirit 
of his genius. His * Essays ' and his < Advancement of 
Learning * are works of vast depth and scope of obseryation. 
The' last, though it contains no positive discoveries, is a 
noble chart of the hunbtn inteUect, and a guide to all 
future inquirers. 
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not plead for the re-appeaiance of those who might 
be thought best fitted by the abstracted nature of 
their studies for their present spiiitaal and disem- 
bodied state, and who, even while on this Uving 
stage, were nearly divested of common flesh and 
blood. As A— with an uneasy, fldgetty face 
was about to put some question about Mr Locke 
and Dugald Stewart, he was prevented by Martin 

Bumey, who observed, " If J was here, he 

would undoubtedly be for having up those profound 
and redoubted socialists, Thomas Aquinas and 
Duns Scotus." I said this might be fair enough 
in him who had read or fancied he had read the 
original works, but I did not see how we could 
have any right to call up these authors to give an 
account of themselves in person, till we had looked 
into their writings. 

By this time it should seem that some rumour 
of our whimsical deliberation had got wiud, and 
had disturbed the irritabile genus in their shadowy 
abodes, for we received messages from several 
candidates that we had just been thinking oL 
Gray declined our invitation, though he had not 
yet fceen asked : Gay offered to come and bring in 
bis hand the Duchess of Bolton, the original Polly: 
Steele and Addison left their cards as Captain 
Sentry and Sir Boger de Coverley : Swift came in 
and sat down without speakiag a word, and quitted 
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the room as abruptly: OtmsLf bjkL Cfaattditon were 
seen Imgering on the (^>po6ite Bide of the Styx» 
but could not nuxster enough between them to j^j 
Charon h]& £bu«: Thomson fell aasleep in the boat, 
aiMl was rowed bac^ agun^^-and Bums sent a low 
fellow, one John Barle;«om, an eld oompanion of 
hie who had condu^sted him to the other world, to 
saj that he had during hid lifetime been drawn out 
of bis retix^ment as a €^ow, only to be made an 
exciseman of, and that he would father Temain 
where he was. He desired, however, to shake 
hands by his reprds^tflfdve^Mhe hand, thus held 
out, was in a buniing fever, and shook prodigiously. 
The room was hung round with several por^ 
traits of eminent painters. While we were de- 
bating whether ^e should demand speech with 
these masters of mute eloquence, whose features 
were so fsimiliar to us, it seemed that all at once 
they glided l&om their fiEames^ and seated them- 
selves at some litde distance from us. There was 
Leonardo with his majestic beard and watohM 
eye, having a bust of Aixshimedes before him; 
next hhn was Baphaers graeeM head turned 
round to the F<»!narina ; and on his other side 
was Luctetia Borgia, with oslm, golden locks; 
liiichael Angelo had |4aced the model of St Peter's 
<m the table before him ; Coireggio had an angel 
at his side ; Titian was seated with his mistress 
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between himself and Giorgione; Guido was ac- 
cQmpaxiied by Im owu Aurora^ who took a dice-box 
irom him ; Glaade held a mirror in his hand ; Ru- 
bens patted a beautiful panther (led in by a satyr) 
on the head ; Vandyke appeared as his own Paris, 
and Hembrandt was hid under fiixs, gold chains, 
and jewels* which Sir Joshua eyed closely, holding 
his hand so as to shade his forehead. Not a word 
was spoken ; and as we rose to do them homage, 
they still presented the same surface to the view. 
Not being bondrfide representations of living peo« 
pie, we got rid of the splendid apparitions by signs 
and dumb show. As soon as they had melted into 
thin air, there was a loud noise at the outer door, 
and we found it was Giotto, Gimabue, and Ghir- 
landaio, who had been raised from the dead by 
their earnest desire tq see their illustrious sue- 
cessors'-*'^ 

" Whose names oa earth 
hi Fiaae*9 eternal zecorde lire for aye T* 

Finding them gone, they had no ambition to 
be seen after them, and mournfully withdrew. 
*' Egad !" said Lanxb, " these are the very fellows 
I should like to baye had some talk with, to know 
how they could see to paint when all was dark 
around ihem" 

** But shall wo have nothing to say," interro- 
gated G. J , " to ihe Legend of Good Women ?" 

—"Name, name, Mr J— .^," cried Hunt in a 
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boisterous tone of frendly exultation, " name as 
many as you please, without reserve or fear of 

molestation!" J was perplexed between so 

many amiable recollections, that the name of the 
lady of his choice expired in a pensive whiff of his 
pipe; and Lamb impatiently declared for the 
Duchess of Newcastle. Mrs Hutchinson was no 
sooner mentioned, than she carried the day from 
the Duchess. We were the less solicitous on this 
subject of filling up the posthumous lists of Good 
Women, as there was already one in the room as 
good, as sensible, and in all respects as exemplary, 
as the best of them could be for their lives ! " I 
should like vastly to hav© seen Ninon de TEnclos," 
said that incomparable person ; and this immedi- 
ately put us in mind that we had neglected to pay 
honour due to our friends on the other side of the 
Channel: Voltaire, the patriarch of levity, and 
Eousseau, the father of sentiment ; Montaigne and 
Eabelais (great in wisdom and in wit), Moliere and 
that illustrious group that are collected round 
hiTn (in the print of that subject) to hear him 
read his comedy of the * Tartuffe' at the house of 
Ninon ; Bacine, La Fontaine, Eochefoucault, St 
Evremont, &c. 

** There is one person," said a shrill, querulous 
voice, " I would rather see than all these — Don 
Quixote !" 

"Come, come!" said Hunt; "I thought ^we 



y Google 



ONE WOULD WISH TO HATE SEEN. 5T 

should have no heroes, real or fjEtbulous. What 
say you, Mr Lamb ? Are you for eking out your 
shadowy list with such names as Alexander, Julius 
Caesar, Tamerlane, or Ghengis Ehan ?" — " Excuse 
me," said Lamb ; " on the subject of characters in 
active life, plotters and disturbers of the world, I 
hare a crotchet of my own, which I beg leave to 
reserve.** — "No, no! come, out with your wor- 
thies !" — " What do you think of Guy Fawkes and 
Judas Iscariot ?" Hunt turned an eye upon him 
like a wild Indian, but cordial and full of smo- 
thered glee. " Your most exquisite reason !" was 

echoed on all sides; and A thought that 

Lamb had now fairly entangled himself. " Why, 
I caunot but think," retorted he of the wistful 
countenance, " that Guy Fawkes, that poor, flut- 
tering annual scarecrow of straw and rags, is an 
ill-used gentleman. I would give something to see 
him sitting pale and emaciated, surrounded by his 
matches and his barrels of gunpowder, and expect- 
ing the moment that was to transport him to Para- 
dise for his heroic self-devotion ; but if I say any 
more, there is that fellow Godwin will make some- 
thing of it. And as to Judas Iscariot, my reason 
is different. I would fein see the fSace of him, 
who, having dipped his hand in the same dish 
with the Son of Man, could afterwards betray him. 
I have no conception of such a thing; nor have I 
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ever seen any picture (not even Leonatdo'li verjr 
fine <me) tliat gave me the leM idea of it"*^ 
'' You hate said eikOug1i> Mr Lennb, to justify your 
cboiceJ* 
" Oh ! ever rif^t, MOTt^nius,— 6V« right !" 
" There is (mly0aeotherp6»so&I(»bev^tlxi&k 
of after this,** continued Lunb ; btit i^thout t&m^ 
tioning a name that once pat on a semblance of 
mcHiality. '* If Shakspeare vms t& ocme into the 
room, we should all rise up to me^ bim; but if 
that person was to oome into it, we should all fidl 
down and try to kiss the bem of his garment!" 

As a lady presort seemed now to get uneasy at 
the turn the oonvexsstion had taken, we rose up to 
go. The morning broke with that dim, dubious 
light by which Giotto, Cimabud, and Ohklandaio 
must have seen to paint their earliest works; and 
we parted to meet again and renew simikur topics 
at night, the next ni|^ and the n^^ after tiiat, 
till that ni^t overspread £urope which saw no 
dawn. The same event, in truth, htoke up our 
little Congress that broke up the groat one. But 
that was to meet again : our ddiberations have 
never been resumed. 
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ON PABTY SPIBIT. 



Pabty spirit i» 0116 of the profinmdnesses of Satan, 
or, in more skodem l^nguage^ one of the dexterous 
e^wft<^9 and eoBtrivances of oor self-love, to 
prove that ve» and those wbf^ agree with us, com- 
bine all tha4^ is exoeUent and praiseworAj in our 
own pereoaa (aa in a ring-fenee), and that all the 
Yicesi and datoiaity of human natixre take r^iige 
with those who differ froeok us. It is extending 
and fortifying the principle of ib» €munti^prqpre, 
hj calliz^^ iita aid the €»prU dec^fjis, and screen- 
ing and surfei»dingour favowte pxop^sitiesand 
ohatinate eapricea in the hoUow squarea or dense 
phalanxes of se^ and partiea Thia is a ha^j 
mode of pampering our s^-compl9«6ncj, and per- 
suading ouxselvea that we, and those who side with 
us, are "the salt of the earth;" of giving vent 
to the morbid humours of our pride, envy, hatred, 
malice, and all uncharitableness^ those natural 
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secretions of the human heart, under the pretext 
of self-defence, the public safety, or a voice from 
heaven, as it may happen ; and of heaping every 
excellence into one scale, and throwing all the 
obloquy and contempt into the other, in virtue of 
a nickname, a watchword of party, a badge, the 
colour of a ribbon, the cut of a dress. We thus 
desolate the globe, or tear a comitry in pieces, to 
show that we are the only people fit to live m it ; 
and fancy ourselves angels, while we are playing 
the devil. In this manner, tlie Hm*on devours 
the Iroquois, because he is an Iroquois ; and the 
Iroquois the Huron, for a similar reason : neither 
suspects that he does it because he himself is a 
savage, and no better than a wild beast ; and is 
tjonvinced in his own breast that the difference of 
name and tribe makes a total difference in the 
case. The Papist persecutes the Protestant, the 
Protestant persecutes the Papist in his turn ; and 
each fancies that he has a plenary right to do so, 
while he keeps in view only the offensive epithet 
which "cuts the common link of brotherhood 
between them." The Church of England ill- treated 
the Dissenters, and the Dissenters, when they 
had the opportunity, did not spare the Church of 
England. The Whig calls the Tory a knave, the 
Tory compliments the Whig with the same title, 
and each thinks the abuse sticks to the party- 
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name, and has nothing to do with himself or the 
generic name of man. On the contrary, it cuts 
both ways ; but while the Whigs say " The Tory 
is a knave, because he is a Tory," this is as much 
as to say, " I cannot be a knave, because I am a 
Whig ; " and by exaggerating the profligacy of his 
opponent, he imagines he is laying the sure foun- 
dation, and raising the lofty superstructure, of his 
own praises. But if he says, which is the truths 
" The Tory is not a rascal, because he is a Tory, 
but because human nature in power, and with the 
temptation, is a rascal," then this would imply 
that the seeds of depravity are sown in his own 
bosom, and might shoot out into full growth and 
luxuriance if he got into place, and this he does 
not wish to develop till he does get into place. 

We may be intolerant even in advocating the 
cause of toleration, and so bent on making pro- 
selytes to free-thinking as to allow no one to tbink 
freely but om^selves. The most boimdless liberal- 
ity in appearance may amount in reality to the 
most monstrous ostracism of opinion — ^not condemn- 
ing this or that tenet, or standing up for this or 
that sect or party, but in a supercilious superiority 
to all sects and parties alike, and proscribing in 
one sweeping clause all arts, sciences, opinions^ 
and pursuits but our own. Till the time of Locke 
and Toland a general toleration was never dreamt 
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of: it was thought zi^t oa all haads to puiiish 
ftad disoouAtonanoe htretica aad schismatics, but 
each partj alternatelj claimed to be true Chria- 
tiasa and Orthodox belieTers. Darnel De Foe, 
who spent his wbcde life, sad wasted his strexkgth, 
in asserdng the right of the Disseiitezs to a Tole- 
i^tion (and got BOthing for his pains but the pil- 
I027), was scandalised at the proposalof the general 
princii^y and was eqnallj strenuous in eaccluding 
Quakeis, Anabaptists, Sociaians, Sceptics, and all 
who didnot agree in the ^Mmttob of Christianity — 
that is, who did not agree with him — ^from the 
benefit of such an indulgence to tender consciences. 
We wonder at the cruelties formerly practised 
npon the Jews : is there anything wonderful in it? 
The J were at that time the onlj people to make a 
butt and a bugbear of^ to set up as a mark of 
indignity, and as a foil to our self-love, for the 
f€T4B fiatims principle that is within us, and always 
craying its prey to run down, to wony and make 
sport of at discretion, and without mercy— the 
unTaiying uniformity and implicit feith of the Ca- 
tholic Church had imposed silence, and put a curb 
on our jarring dissensioiis, heart-burnings, and ill- 
Uood, so that we had no pretence for quarrelling 
among ocuraehes for the gloiy of God or the salva- 
tion of men : — a Jobbanxjs B&uno, an Atheist or 
sorcerer, once in a way, would hardly suffice to 
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stay the stomaoh of our tbeologiotl rancottr ; we 
tbdrefore fell wiih m^ht and tnain upon llie Jews 
as ^forlorn hope in tlds dearth of objects of spite 
or zeal ; or ithea the whole of Eorope was ireoon- 
oiled to the bosom of holy Mother Church, went to 
the Holy Land in search of a difference of bpmion, 
and a ground of mortal c^nce: bat no soon^ was 
there a division of the Christian World, than Papist 
fell on Ptotestants or Schismatics, and Schismatics 
upon one another, with the same loving fuiy as 
they had belc»re &llen upon Tuxks and Jews. The 
disposition is always there, like a mu^ed mastiff; 
the preit)ext only is wanting ) and this is furnished 
by a name, which, as soon as it is affixed to differ- 
ent sects or parties, gives us a licence, we think, 
to let loose upon them all our malevolence, domi- 
neering humour, love of power, and wanton mis- 
chief, as if they were of different species. The 
sentim^t of the pious Ez^lidi Bishop was good, 
who, on seeing a criminal led to execution, ex- 
claimed, " There goes my wicked self! " 

If we look at common patrioitism, it will furnish 
an illustmtion of party ^irit One vmuld think 
by an Enghshinan's hatred of &e French, and his 
readiness to die fitting with and fbr h£si countiy- 
men, that all the nation were united as one man, 
in heart and hand<*-*and so they are in war-time, 
and as an exeicise of their loyalty and courage : 
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but let the crisis be over, and they cool wonder- 
fully ; begin to feel the distinctions of English, 
Irish, and Scotch; fall out among themselves 
upon some minor distinction ; the same hand that 
was eager to shed the blood of a Frenchman, 
wiU not give a crust of bread or a cup of cold water 
to a fellow-countryman in distress ; and the heroes 
who defended the " wooden walls of old England" 
are left to expose their wounds and crippled limbs 
to gain a pittance from the passengers, or to perish 
of hunger, cold,' and neglect, in our highways. 
Such is the effect of our boasted nationality : it is 
active, fierce in doing mischief; dormantiy luke- 
warm in doing good. We may also see why the 
greatest stress is laid on trifles in religion, and why 
the most violent animosities arise out of the small- 
est differences, either in this or in politics. 

In the first place, it would never do to establish 
our superiority over others by the acquisition of 
greater virtues, or by discarding our vices ; but it 
is charming to do this by merely repeating a dif- 
ferent formula of prayer, turning to the east in- 
stead of the west. He should fight holdly for such 
a distinction, who is persuaded it will furnish him 
with a passport to the other world, and entitie him 
to look down on the rest of his fellows as given ovei- 
to perdition. Secondly, . we often hate those most 
with whom we have only a slight shade of differ- 
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ence, whether in politics or religion ; because as 
the whole is a contest for precedence and in falli- 
bility, we find it more difi&cult to draw the line of 
distinction where so many points are conceded, 
and are staggered in our conviction by the argu- 
ments of those whom we cannot despise as totally 
and incorrigibly in the wrong. The high Church 
party in Queen Anne*s time were disposed to sacri- 
fice the low Church and Dissenters to the Papists, 
because they were more galled by their arguments 
and disconcerted with their pretensions. In pri- 
vate life the reverse of the foregoing holds good : 
that is, trades and professions present a direct con-.> 
trast to sects and parties. A conformity in senti- > 
ment strengthens our party and opinion ; but those 
who have a similarity of pursuit, are rivals in in- 
terest ; and hence the old maxim, that two of a, 
trade can never agree. 
1830. 
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ON THE FEELING OF IMMORTALITY 
IN YOUTH. 



No young man believes he shall ever die. It was 
a saying of my brother's, and a fine one. There 
is a feeling of Eternity in youth which makes us 
amends for eveiything. To be young is to be as 
one of the Imm(»rtals. One half of time indeed 
is spent — the other half remains in store for us 
with all its countless treasures, for there is no line 
drawn, and we see no limit to our hopes and 
wishes. We make the coming age our own — 

** The TMt, the unbounded prospect lies before us.** 

Death, old age, are words without a meaning, a 
dream, a fiction, with which we have nothing to do. 
Others may have undergone, or may still undergo 
them — we *' bear a charmed life," whidi laughs to 
scorn all such idle fancies. As, in setting out on 
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a delightful joamej, we strain our eager sight 
forward, 

" Bidding the lorelj 8oai«8 at distance hiul," 

and see no end to prospect after prospect, new 
ohjects presenting themselyes as we advance, so 
in the outset of life we see no end to our desires 
nor to the opportunities of gratifjing them. We 
have as yet found no obstacle, no disposition to 
flag, and it seems that we can go on so for ever. 
We look round in a new world, full of life and 
motion, and ceaseless progress, and feel in our- 
selves all the vigour and spirit to keep pace with 
it, and do not foresee from any present signs how 
we shall be left behind in the race, decline into 
old age, and drop into the grave. It is the sim- 
plicity and, as it were, abstractedness of our feel- 
ings in youth that (so to speak) identifies us with 
nature and (our experience being weak and our 
passions strong) makes us fancy ourselves immoiw 
tal like it Our short-lived connexion with being» 
we fondly flatter ourselves, is an indissoluble and 
lasting union. As infemts snule and sleep, we are 
rocked in the cradle of our desires, and hushed 
into &ncied security by the roar of the universe 
around us— we quaff the cup of life with eager 
thirst without draining it, and joy and hope seem 
ever mantling to the brim— K>bjectsi press around 
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US, filling the mind with their magnitude and with 
the throng of desires that wait upon them, so that 
there is no room for the thoughts of death. We 
axe too much dazzled by the gorgeousness and 
novelty of the bright waMng dream about us to 
discern the dim shadow lingering for us in the 
distance. Nor would the hold that life has taken 
of us permit us to detach oin: thoughts that way 
even if we could. We are too much absorbed in 
present objects and pursuits. While the spirit of 
youth remains unimpaired, ere " the wine of life 
is drunk," we are like people intoxicated or in a 
fever, who are hurried away by the violence of 
their own sensations : it is only as present objects 
begin to pall upon the sense, as we have been dis- 
appointed in our favourite pursuits, cut off from 
our closest ties, that we by degrees become weaned 
from the world, that passion loosens its hold upon 
futurity, and that we begin to contemplate as in a 
glass darkly the possibility of parting with it for 
good. Till then, the example of others has no 
effect upon us. Casualties we avoid; the slow 
approaches of age we play at hide and seek with. 
Like the foolish fat scullion in Sterne who hears 
that Master Bobby is dead, our only reflection is, 
" So am not I !" The idea of death, instead of 
staggering our confidence, only seems to strengthen 
and enhance our sense of the possession and our 
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enjojment of life. Others may ML around us like 
leaves, or be mowed down by the scythe of Tuna 
like grass: these are but metaphors to the unre* 
fleeting buoyant ears and overweening presumption 
of youth. It is not till we see the flowers of Love, 
Hope, and Joy withering around us, that we give 
up the flattering delusions that before led us on, 
and that the emptiness and dreariness of the pros- 
pect before us reconciles us hypothetically to the 
silence of the grave. 

life is indeed a strange gift, and its privileges 
axe most mysterious. No wonder when it is first 
granted to us, that our gratitude, our admiration, 
and our delight, should prevent us from reflecting 
on out own nothingness, or from thinking it will 
ever be recalled. Our first and strongest impres- 
sions are borrowed from the mighty scene that is 
opened to us, and we unconsciously transfer its 
durabihty as well as its splendour to ourselves. So 
newly found we cannot think of parting with it yet, 
or at least put off that consideration sine die. Like 
a rustic at a fair, we are full of amazement and 
rapture, and have no thought of going home, or 
that it will soon be night. We know our existence 
only by ourselves, and confound our knowledge 
with the objects of it. We and nature axe there- 
fore one. Otherwise the illusion, the "feast of 
reason and the flow of soul," to which we are in- 
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^tdd, 18 a mookerjr and a emel insult. We do not 
go from a play till the last act is ended, and the 
lights are about to be extinguished. But the fSaiiy 
&oe of nature still shines on : shall ve be called 
away before the curtain Ms, or ere we baye scarce 
had a glimpse of what is going on ? like children, 
our step-mother nature holds us up to see the 
raree-show of the universe, and then, as if we were 
a burden to her to support, lets us fieill down again. 
Yet what brave sublunary things does not this 
pageant present, like a ball or fete of the universe f 
To see the golden sun, the azure sky, the out- 
stretched ocean ; to walk upon the green earth, and 
to be lord of a thousand creatures ; to look down 
yawning precipices or over distant sunny vales ; to 
see the world spread out under one's feet on a 
map; tobring the stars near; to view the smallest 
insects through a microscope ; to read histoiy, and 
consider the revolutions of empire and the succes- 
sions of generations ; to hear of the glory of Tyre^ 
of Sidon, of Babylon, and of Susa, and to say all 
these were before me and are now nothing ; to say 
I exist in such a point of time, and in such a point 
of space ; to be a spectator and a part of its ever- 
moving scene ; to witness the change of season, of 
spring and autumn, of winter and summer ; to feel 
hot and cold, pleasure and pain, beauty and defor- 
mity, right and wrong ; to be sensible to the acci- 
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dents of nature ; to consider the mighty world of 
eye and ear; to listen to the stock-dove^ notes 
amid the forest deep ; to journey over moor and 
mountain ; to hear the midnight sainted choir; to 
visit lighted halls, or the cathedral's gloom, or sit 
in crowded theatres and see life itself mocked ; to 
study the works of art, and refine the sense of 
beauty to agony; /to worship fame, and to dream of 
immortality ; to look upon the Vatican, and to read 
Shakspeare ; to gather up the wisdom of the an- 
cients, and to pry into the future ; to listen to the 
trump of war, the shout of victory ; to question 
history as to the movements of the human heart ; 
to seek for truth ; to plead the cause of humanity ; 
to overlook the world as if time and nature poured 
their treasures at our feet,— to be and to do all this, 
and then in a moment to be nothing — ^to have it 
all snatched from us as by a juggler's trick, or a 
phantasmagoria ! There is something in this transi- 
tion from all to nothing that shocks us and damps 
the enthusiasm of youth new flushed with hope 
and pleasure, and we cast the comfortless thought 
as fjeir from us as we can. In the first enjoyment 
of the estate of life we discard the fear of debts 
and duns, and never think of the final payment 
of our great debt to nature. Art we know is long, 
life, we flatter ourselves, should be so too. We 
see no end of the difficulties and delays we have to> 
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encounter : perfection is slow of attainment, and 
vre must have time to accomplish it in. The fame 
of the great names we look up to is immortal : and 
shall not we who contemplate it imbibe a portion 
oif ethereal fire, the divma particida aurcRy which 
nothing can extingvdsh ? A wrinkle in Rembrandt 
or in nature takes whole days to resolve itself into 
its component parts, its softenings and its sharp- 
nesses ; we refine upon our perfections, and unfold 
the intricacies of nature. "What* a prospect for the 
future ! What a task have we not begun ! And 
shall we be arrested in the middle of it ? We do 
not count our time thus employed lost, or our 
pains thrown away ; we do not flag or grow tired, 
but gain new vigour at our endless task. Shall 
Time then grudge us to finish what we have begun, 
and have formed a compact with nature to do? 
Why not fill up the blank that is left us in this 
manner ? I have looked for hours at a Bembrandt 
without being conscious of the flight of time, but 
with ever new wonder and delight, have thought 
that not only my own but another existence I 
could pass in the same manner. This rarefied, 
refined existence seemed to have no end, nor stmt, 
nor principle of decay in it. The print would 
remain long after I who looked on it had become 
the prey of worms. The thing seems in itself out 
of all reason : health, strengdi, appetite are op- 
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posed to the idea of death, and we are not ready 
to credit it till we have found our illusions 
vanished, and our hopes grown cold. Objects in 
youth from novelty, &c., are stamped upon the 
brain with such force and integrity that one thinks 
nodiing can remove or obliterate them. They are 
riveted there, and appear to us as an element of 
our nature. It must be a mere violence that 
destroys them, not a natural decay. In the very 
strength of this persuasion we seem to enjoy an 
age by anticipation. We melt down years into a 
single moment of intense sympathy, and by anti- 
cipating the fruits defy the ravages of time. If 
then a single moment of our lives is worth years, 
shall we set any limits to its total value and extent? 
Again, does it not happen that so secure do we 
think ourselves of an indefinite period of existence, 
that at times when left to ourselves, and impatient 
of novelty, we feel annoyed at what seems to us 
the slow and creeping progress of time, and argue 
that if it always moves at this tedious snaiVs pace 
it will never come to an end ? How ready are 
we to sacrifice any space of time which separates us 
from a favourite object, little thinking that before 
long we shall find it move too fast. 

For my part I started in life with the French 
Bevolution, and I have lived, alas ! to see the end 
of it. But I did not foresee this result. My sun 
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arose with the first dawn 6l lihertj, and I did 
not think how soon hoth must set. The new im- 
pulse to ardour given to men's minds imparted a 
congenial warmth and glow to mine ; we were 
strong to ran a race together, and I litde dreamed 
that long before mine was set, the sun of liberty 
would turn to blood, or set once more in the night 
of despotism. Smce then, I confess, I have no 
longer felt myself young, lor with that my hopes 
fell. 

I have since turned my thoughts to gathering 
up some of the fragments of my early recollections, 
and putting them into a form to which I might 
occasionally revert. The future was barred to my 
progress, and I turned for consolation and encou- 
ragement to the past It is thus that while wo 
find our personal and substantial identity vanish- 
ing from us, we strive to gain a reflected and 
vicarious one in our thoughts : we do not like to 
peziab wholly, and wish to bequeath our names, at 
least, to posterity. As long as we can make our 
eberished thoughts and nearest interests live in 
the minds of others, we do not appear to have 
retired altogether from the stage. We still occupy 
the breasts of others, and exert an influence and 
power over them, and it is only our bodies that are 
reduced to dust and powder. Our favourite specu- 
lations still find encouragement, and we make as 
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great a figure in the eye of the woild or peihaps a 
greater than in our lifetime. The demands of our 
self-love are thus satisfied, and these are the most 
imperious and unremitting. Besides, if by our 
intellectual superiority we surrive ourselyes in this 
world, by our virtues and Mtfa we may attain on 
interest in another, and a higher state of being, 
and may thus be recipients at the same time of 
men and of angels. 

" B*en from the tomb the Toioe of Nature cdes, 
Fen in our ashes live liieir wonted fires.'* 

As we grow old, our sense of the value of time 
becomes vivid. Nothing else indeed seems of any 
consequence. We can never cease wondering that 
that which has ever been should cease to be. We 
find many things remain the same: why then 
should there be change in us ? This adds a con- 
vulsive grasp of whatever is, a sense of fallaciouB 
hollowness in all we see. Instead of the full, 
pulpy feeling of youth tasting existence and every 
object in it, all is fiat and vapid, — a whited sepul- 
chre, faai without but full of ravening and all 
uncleanness within. The world is a witch that 
puts us off with &lse shows and appearances. 
The simplicity of youth, the confiding espectatios, 
the boundless raptures, are gone : we only think 
of getting out of it as well as we can, and without 
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any great mischance or annoyance. The flush of 
illusion, even the complacent retrospect of past 
joys and hopes, is over : if we can slip out of life 
-without indignity, can escape with little bodily 
infirmity, and frame our minds to the calm and 
respectable composure of stiUrlife before we return 
to physical nothingness, it is as much as we can 
expect. We do not die wholly at our deaths : 
we have mouldered away gradually long before. 
Faculty after faculty, interest after interest, attach- 
ment after attachment disappear: we are torn from 
ourselves while living, year after year sees us no 
longer the same, and death only consigns the last 
fragment of what we were to the grave. That we 
should wear out by slow stages, and dwindle at last 
into nothing, is not wonderful, when even in our 
prime our strongest impressions leave little trace 
but for the moment, and we are the creatures of 
petty circumstance. How little effect is made on 
<is in our best days by the books we have read, the 
scenes we have witnessed, the sensations we have 
gone through! Think only of the feelings we 
experience in reading a fine romance (one of Sir 
Walter's, for instance); what beauty, what sublim- 
ity, what interest, what heart-rending emotions ! 
You would suppose the feelings you then experi- 
enced would last for ever, or subdue the mind to 
their own harmony and tone : while we are reading 
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it se«ms as if nothing could ever put us out of our 
way, or trouble us : — ^the first splash of mud that 
we get on entering the street, the first twopence 
we are cheated out of, the feeling vanishes clean 
out of our minds, and we become the prey of petty 
and annoying circumstance. The mind soars to 
the lofty : it is at home in the grovelling, the dis- 
agreeable, and the little. And yet we wonder 
that age should be feeble and querulous, — ^that the 
freshness of youth should fade away. Both worlds 
would hardly satisfy the extravagance of our desires 
and of our presumption. 
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" Scared at the sound itself has made.** 

Once asking a friend why he did not bring foiv 
ward an explanation of a circumstance, in which 
his conduct had been called in question, he said, 
'' His friends were satisfied on the subject, and he 
cared very little about the opinion of the world." 
I made answer that I did not consider this a good 
ground to rest his defence upon, for that a man's 
friends seldom thought better of him than the 
world did. I see no reason to alter this opinion. 
Our friends, indeed, are more apt than a mere 
stranger to join in with, or be silent imder any im- 
putation thrown out against us, because they are 
apprehensive they may be indirectly implicated in 
it, and they are bound to betray us to save their 
own credit. To judge of our jealousy, our sensi- 
bility, our high notions of responsibility on this 
score, only consider if a single individual lets fiall 
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a solitaiy remark implying a doubt of the wit, the 
sense, the conrage of a Mend, — how it staggers 
us — ^how it makes us shake with fear— how it 
makes us call up all our eloquence and 
airs of self-consequence in his defence, lest our 
partialitj should be supposed to hare blinded our 
perceptions, and we should be regarded as the 
dupes of a mistaken admiration. We already be- 
gin to meditate an escape from a losing cause, and 
try to find out some other fault in the character 
under discussion, to show that we are not behind' 
hand (if the truth must be spoken) in sagacity, and 
a sense of the ridiculous. If, then, this is the case 
with the first flaw, the first doubt, the first speck 
that dims the sun of friendship, so that we are 
ready to turn our backs on our sworn attachments 
and well-known professions the instant we have 
not all the world with us, what must it be when 
we have all the world against us ; when our friend, 
instead of a siogle stain, is covered with mud from 
head to foot ; Iww shall we expect our feeble voices 
not to be drowned in the general clamour ? how 
shall we dare to oppose our partial and mis-timed 
suf&ages to the just indignation of the public ? Or 
if it should not amount to this, how shall we an- 
swer the silence and contempt with which his 
name is received? How shall we animate the 
great mass of indifference or distrust with our 
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private enthusiasm? how defeat the involuntary 
smile, or the suppressed sneer, with the burst of 
generous feeling and the glow of honest conviction ? 
It is a thing not to be thought of, unless we would 
enter into a crusade against prejudice and malig- 
nity, devote ourselves as martyrs to friendship, 
raise a controversy in every company we go into, 
quarrel with every person we meet, and after mak- 
ing ourselves and every one else uncomfortable, 
leave off, not by clearing our friend's reputation, 
but by involving our own pretensions to decency 
and common sense. People will not fail to observe 
that a man may have his reasons for his faults or 
vices ; but that for another to volunteer a (Jefehce 
of them, is without excuse. It is, in fact, an at- 
tempt to deprive them of the great and only benefit 
they derive from the supposed errors of their neigh- 
bours and contemporaries — the pleasure of back- 
biting and railing at them, which they call seeing 
justice done. It is not a single breath of rumour 
or opinion ; but the whole atmosphere is infected 
with a sort of aguish taint of anger and suspicion, 
that relaxes the n.erves of fidehty, and makes our 
biost sanguine resolutions sicken and turn pale ; 
and he who is proof against it, must either be 
armed with a love of truth, or a contempt for man- 
kind, which places him out of the reach of ordinary 
rules and calculations. For myself, I do not QhrjTik 
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irom defending a cause or a friend under a cloud; 
though in neither case will cheap or common efforts 
siffice. But, in the first, you merely stand up 
fcr your own judgment and principles agamst 
&^hion and prejudice, and thus assume a sort of 
mauly and heroic attitude of defiance : in the last 
(which makes it a matter of greater nicety and 
nervous sensibility), you sneak behind another to 
throw your gauntlet at the whole world, and it re- 
quires a double stock of stoical firmness not to be 
laughed out of your boasted zeal and independence 
as a romantic and amiable weakness,* 

There is nothing in which all the world agree 
but in running down some obnoxious individual. 
It may be supposed that this is not for nothing, and 
that they have good reasons for what they do. On 
the contraiy, I will undertake to say, that so far 
from there being invariably just grounds for such 
an xmiversal outcry, the universality of the outcry 
is often the only ground of the opinion ; and that 
it is purposely raised upon this principle, that all 



* The only friends whom we defend with zeal and obsti* 
nacy are our relations. They seem part of ourselves. For 
our other friends we are only answerable, so long as we 
countenance them ; and therefore cut the connection as 
soon as possible. But who ever willingly gave up the good 
dispositions of a child, or the honour of a parent ] 
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Other proof or evideiKe against the perscm meant 
to be run down is ivantii^, Nay, fieurther, it ma? 
happen, that while the clamour is at the loudest ; 
while you hear it from all quarteis ; while it blovs 
a perfect hurricane ; while *' the world rings with 
the vain 6tir"-<-not one oi those who are most 
eager in heari^ig and echoing knows what it is 
about, or is not fiilly persuaded that the charge is 
equally &Ise, malicious, and absurd. It is like the 
wind, that ^* no man knoweth whence it cometh, or 
whither it goeth." It is vox et prtBterea nihU. 
What then is it that gives it its confident circula- 
tion and its irresistible force ? It is the loudness 
of the organ with which it is pronounced, the sten- 
torian lungs of the multitude ; the number of voices 
that take it up and repeat it, because others have 
dcme so; the rapid flight and the impalpable 
nature of common fieane, that makes it a desperate 
undertaking lor any individual to inquire into or 
arrest the mischief that, in the deafening buzz or 
loosened roar ci laughter or indignation, renders it 
impossible for the still small voice of reason to be 
heard, and leaves no other course to. honesty or 
prudence than to M flat on the face before it as 
before the pestilential blast of the desert, and wait 
till it has passed over. Thus every one joins in 
asserting, propagating, and in outwardly approving 
what every one, in his private and unbiassed judg- 
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ttent, belieyes and knows to be scandalous and 
uttrae. For every one in such circumstances 
keeps his own opmion to himself, and only attends 
to .or acts upon that which he conceives to be the 
opnion of every one but himself. So that public 
opinion is not seldom a farce, equal to any acted 
upon the stage. Not only is it spurious and hol- 
low in the way that Mr Locke points out, by one 
man's taking up at second hand the opinion of 
another, but worse than this, one man takes up 
what he beheves another mU think, and which the 
latter professes only because he believes it held by 
the first! All therefore that is necessary, to con> 
tiol public opinion, is, to gain possession of some 
organ loud and lofty enough to make yourself heard, 
that has power and interest on its side ; and then, 
no sooner do you blow a blast in this trump of iUr 
fame, like the horn hung up on an old castle-wall, 
than you are answered, echoed, and accredited on 
all sides: the gates are thrown open to receive you, 
and you are admitted into the very heart of the 
fortress of public opinion, and can assail &om the 
ramparts with every engine of abuse, and with 
privileged impunity, all those who may come fot- 
ward to vindicate the truth, or to rescue their good 
name from the unprincipled keeping of authority, 
servility, sophistry, and venal falsehood! The only 
thing, wanted is to give an alarm — ^to excite a panic 
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in the public mind of being left in the Iwrch, asd 
the rabble (whether in the ranks of literature or 
war) will throw awaj their arms, and surrender at 
discretion to any bully or impostor who, for a cm- 
siderationf shall choose to try the experiment upon 
them! 

What I have here described is the effect even 
upon the candid and well-disposed : — ^what must it 
be to the malicious and idle, who are eager to be- 
lieve all the ill they can hear of every one ; or to 
the prejudiced and interested, who are determined 
to credit all the ill they hear against those who are 
not of their own side ? To these last it is only 
requisite to be understood that the butt of ridicule 
or slander is of an opposite party, and they pre- 
sently give you carte blanche to say what you please 
of him. Do they know that it is true ? No ; but 
they believe what all the world says, till they have 
evidence to the contrary. Do you prove that it is 
false ? They dare say, that if not that, something 
worse remains behind ; and they retain the same 
opinion as before, for the honour of their party. 
They hire some one to pelt you with mud, and thai 
affect to avoid you in the street as a dirty fellow. 
They are told that you have a hump on your back, 
and then wonder at your assurance or want of com- 
plaisance in walking into a room where they are, 
without it. Instead of apologising for the mistake. 
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aui, from finding one aspersion false, doubting all 
the rest, they are only the more confirmed in the 
remainder from being deprived of one handle 
against you, and resent their disappointment, in- 
stead of being ashamed of their credulity. People 
talk of the bigotry of the Catholics, and treat with 
contempt the absurd claim of the Popes to infalli- 
bility— I think with little right to do so. Walk 
into a church in Paris, you are struck with a num- 
ber of idle forms and ceremonies, the chanting of 
the service in Latin, the shifting of the surplices, 
the sprinkling of holy water, the painted windows 
*' casting a dim religious light," the wax-tapers, the 
pealing organ : the common people seem attentive 
and devout, and to put entire faith in all this— 
Why? Because they imagine others to do so; 
they see and hear certain signs and supposed evi- 
dences of it, and it amuses and fills up the void of 
the mind, the love of the mysterious and wonderful, 
to lend their assent to it. They have assuredly, 
in genera], no better reason— all our Protestant 
divines will tell you so. Well, step out of the 
church of St Boche, and drop into an English 
reading-room hard by : what are you the better ? 
You s^e a dozen or a score of your countrymen, 
with their fieu^es fixed, and their eyes glued to a 
newspaper, a magazine, a review — ^reading, swal- 
lowing, profoundly ruminating on the He, the cant,. 
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the sophism of the day ! Why ? It saves them 
the trouble of thinkiiig ; it gratifies their ill hmnour^ 
and keeps off mnm I Does a gleam of doabt, 
an air of ridicule, or a glance of impatience pass 
across their features at the shallow and monstrous 
things they find? No, it is all passive faith and 
dull security ; they cannot take their eyes fixmi the 
page, they cannot live without it. They believe in 
their adopted oracle (you see it in their feces) as 
implicitly as in Sir John Barleycorn, as in a sir- 
loin of beef, as in quarter*day-His they hope to 
receive their rents, or to see Old England again ! 
Are not the Popes, the FatheiB, the Councils, as 
good as their oracles and champons? They know 
tiie paper before them to be a hoax, but do they 
believe in the ribaldry, the calumny, the less on 
that account ? They believe the more in it, because 
it is got up solely and expressly to serve a cause 
that needs such support— and they swear by what» 
ever is devoted to this olgect. 

The greater tbe profligacy, the efi&onteiy, the 
servility, the greater the &ith. Strange ! That 
the British public, whether at home or abroad, 
should shake their heads at the Lady of Loretto, 
and repose ddidousiy on Mr Theodore Hook. It 
may well be thought iSasX the enlightened part of the 
British public, persons of family and fortunes, who 
have had a college education, and received the 
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benefit of foreign travel, see thiough the quackery, 
wMoh they encourage for a political purpose, with- 
out being themselves the dupes of it. This scarcely 
mends the matter. Suppose an individual, of 
whom it has been repeatedly asserted that he has 
warts on his nose, were to enter the reading-room 
aforesaid, is there a sii^le red-faced country squire 
who would not be surprised at not finding this 
story true, would not persuade himself five minutes 
after that he could not have seen correctly, or that 
some art had been used to conceal the defects, or 
would be led to doubt, from this instance, the 
general candour and veracity of his oracle ? He 
would disbelieve his own senses rather. Seeing is 
beheving, it is said : lying is beUeving, I say. We 
do not even see with our own eyes, but must " wink 
and shut our apprehension up,'* that we may be 
able to agree to the report of others, as a piece of 
good manners and a point of established etiquette. 
Besides, the supposed deformity answered his 
wishes ; the abuse fed fat the ancient grudge he 
owed some presumptuous scribbler, for not agree- 
ing in a number of points with his betters ; it gave 
him a personal advantage over a man he did not 
like— and who will give up what tends to streng&en 
his aversion for another? To Tory prejudice, dire 
as it is— to English imagination, morbid as it is, a 
nickname, a ludicrous epithet, a malignant false- 
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hood, when it has been once propagated and taken 
to the bosom as a welcome consolation, becomes a 
preciou» property, a vested right, and people would 
as soon gi?e up .a sinecure, or a shiure in a close 
borough, as this sort of plenazy indulgence to speak 
and think with contempt of those who would 
abolish the one, or throw open the other. Party- 
spirit is the best reason in the world for personal 
antipathy and vulgar abuse. 

" But, do you not think. Sir," (some dialectician 
may ask,) " that belief is involuntary, and that we 
Judge in all cases according to the precise degree 
of evidence and the positive facts before us ?" 

No, Sir. 

** You behove, then, in the doctrine of philoso- 
phical free-will ? " 

Indeed, Sir, I do not. 

" How then. Sir, am I to understand so unac- 
countable a diversity of opinion from the most ap- 
proved writers on the philosophy of the human 
mind?" 

May I ask, my dear Sir, did you ever read Mr 
Wordsworth's poem of * Michael?" 

" I cannot charge my memory with the fact." 

Well, Sir, this Michael is an old shepherd, who 
has a son who goes to sea, and who turns out a 
great reprobate, by all the accounts received of him. 
Before he went, however, the father took the boy 
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with him into a moimtain-glen, and made him laj 
the first stone of a sheep-fold, which was to be a 
covenant and a remembrance between them if 
anything ill happened. For years afi:er, the old 
man used to go and work at the sheep-fold — 

" Among the rocks 
He went, and still look'd up upon the sun, 
And listen'd to the wind"^ 

and sat by the half-finished work, expecting the 
lad's retmn, or hoping to hear some better tidings 
of him. Was this hope founded on reason — or 
was it not owing to the strength of affection which,, 
in spite of everything, could not relinquish its hold 
of a favourite object, indeed the only one that 
bound it to existence ? 

Not being able to make my dialectician answer 
kindly to interrogatories, I must get on without 
him. In matters of absolute demonstration and 
speculative indifferences, I grant, that belief is 
involuntary, and the proof not to be resisted ; but 
then, in such matters, there is no difference of 
opinion, or the difference is adjusted amicably^ 
and rationally. Hobbes is of opinion, that if their 
passions or interests could be implicated in the 
question, men would deny stoutly that the three 
angles of a right-angled triangle are equal to two 
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right ones : and the disputes in religion look some- 
thing like it. I only contend, however, that in all 
cases not of this peremptoiy and determinate cast» 
and where disputes commonly arise, inclination, 
habit, and example have a poweifiil share in 
throwing in the casting-weight to our opinions; 
and that he who is only tolerably free from these, 
and not their regular dupe or slave, is indeed *< a 
man of ten thousand." Take, for instance, the 
example of a Catholic clergyman in a Popish 
country : it will generally be found that he Hves 
and dies in the faith in which he was brought up, 
as the Protestant clergyman does in his — shall we 
say that the necessity of gaining a livelihood, or 
the prospect of preferment, that the early bias 
given to his mind by education and study, the 
pride of victory, the shame of defeat, the example 
and encouragement of all about him, the respect 
and love of his flock, the flattering notice of the 
great, have no effect in givii^ consistency to his 
opinions and carrying them through to the last ? 
Yet, who will suppose that in either case this ap- 
parent uniformity is mere hypocrisy, or that the 
intellects of the two classes of divines are naturally 
adapted to the arguments in &vour of the two 
religions they have occasion to profess ? No : but 
the understanding takes a tinetore from outward 



y Google 



OS PUBLIC OPINION. 01 

impulses and oircamstances, and is led to dwell on 
those suggestions which &TOur, and to blind itself 
to the objections which impugn, the side to which 
it previously and morally inclines. Again, even 
in those who oppose established opinions, and form 
the Httle, firm, formidable phalanx of dissent, have 
not early instruction, spiritual pride, the love of 
contradiction, a resistance to usurped authority, as 
much to do with keeping up the war of sects and 
schisms as the abstract love of truth or conviction 
of the understanding? Does not persecution fan 
the flame in such fiieiy tempers, and does it not 
expire, or grow lukewarm, with indulgence and 
neglect ? I have a sneaking kindness for a Popish 
priest in this country ; and to a Oatholic peer I 
would willingly bow in passing. What are national 
antipathies, individual attachments, but so many 
expressions of the moral principle in forming our 
opinions ? All our opinions become grounds on 
which we act, and build our expectations of good 
or ill ; and this good or ill mixed up with them is 
soon changed into the ruling principle which modi- 
fies or violently supersedes the original cool deter- 
mination of the reason and senses. The will, 
when it once gets a footing, turns the sober judg- 
ment out of doors. If we form an attachment to 
any one, are we not slow in giving it up ? Or, if 
our suspicions are once excited, are we not equally 
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rash and violent in believing the worst ? Othello 
characterises himself as one 

*' Who loved not wisely, but too well ; 
As one not easily wrought — ^but, being jealous, 
Perplez'd in the estreme.*' 

And this answers to the movements and irregulari- 
ties of passion and opinion which take place in 
human nature. If we wish a thing, we are disposed 
to believe it ; if we have been accustomed to believe 
it, we are the more obstinate in defending it on 
that account : if all the world differ from us in any 
question of moment, we are ashamed to own it ; 
or are hurried by peevishness and irritation into 
extravagance and paradox. The weight of example 
presses upon us (whether we feel it or not) like 
tlie law of gravitation. He who sustains his 
opinion by the strength of conviction and evidence 
alone, unmoved by ridicule, neglect, obloquy, or 
privation, shows no less resolution than the Hindoo 
who makes and keeps a vow to hold his right arm 
in the air till it grows rigid and callous. 

To have all the world against us is trying to a 
man's temper and philosophy. It unhinges even 
our opinion of our own motives and intentions. 
It is like striking the actual world from under our 
feet: the void that is left, the death-like pause, the 
chilling suspense, is fearful. The growth of an 
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opinion is like the growth of a limb ; it receives its 
actual support and nounshnient from the general 
body of the opinions, feelings, and practice of the 
world ; without that, it soon withers, festers, and 
becomes useless. To what purpose write a good 
book, if it is sure to be pronounced a bad one, even 
before it is read ? If our thoughts axe to be blown 
stifling back upon ourselves, why utter them at all ? 
It is only exposing what we love most to contumely 
and insult, and thus depriving ourselves of our own 
relish and satis&ction in them. Language is only 
made to communicate our sentiments, and if we 
can find no one to receive them, we are reduced to 
the silence of dumbness, we live but in the soli- 
tude of a dungeon. If we do not vindicate our 
opinions, we seem poor creatiures who have no right 
to them ; if we speak out, we are involved in con- 
tinual brawls and controversy. If we contemn 
what others admire, we make ourselves odious : if 
we admire what they despise, we are equally ridicu- 
lous. We have not the applause of the world nor 
the support of a party ; we can neither enjoy the 
freedom of social intercourse, nor the calm of 
privacy. With our respect for others, we lose con- 
fidence in OTUTselves: everything seems to be a 
subject of litigation — to want proof or confirma- 
tion; we doubt, by degrees, whether we stand* on 
our head or our heels — whether we know our right 
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hand £n>m oar left. If I am assured that I never 
wrote a sentence of common English in my life, 
how can I know that this is not the case? If lam 
told at one time that my writings are as heavy as 
lead, and at another, that they are more li^t and 
flimsy than the gossamer — ^what reeonroe have I 
hut to choose between the two ? I could say, if 
this were the place, what those writings are. — 
** Make it the place, and never stand upon 
punctilio ! " 

They are not, then, so properly the works of an 
author by profession, as the thoughts of a meta- 
physician expressed by a painter. They are subtle 
and difficult problems translated into hieroglyphics. 
I thought for several years on the hardest subjects, 
on Fate, Free Will, Foreknowledge absolute, with- 
out ever makii^use of words or images at all, and 
that has made them come in such throngs and con- 
fused heaps when I burst from that void of abstrac- 
tion. In proportion to the tenuity to which my 
ideas had been drawn, and my abstinence from or- 
nament and sensible objects, was the tenadousness 
with which actual circumstances and picturesque 
imagery laid hold of my mind, when I turned my 
attention to them, or had to look round'for illustra- 
tions. Till I began to paint, or till I became ac- 
quainted with the author of < The Ancient Mariner," 
I could neither write nor speak. He encouraged 
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me to write a book, in^ch I did aceording to the 
original bent of my mind, making it as dij and 
meagre as I could, so that it fell still-bom from the 
press, and none of those who abuse me for a shallow 
eatehrpenny writer have so much as heard of it. 
Yet, let me say, that work contains an important 
metaphysical discoveiy, supported by a continuous 
and severe train of reasoning, nearly as subtle and 
original as anything in Hume or Berkeley. I am 
not accustomed to speak of myself in this manner, 
but impudence may provoke modesty to justify 
itself. Finding this method did not answer, I 
despaired for a time : but some trifle I wrote in 
the ' Morning Chronicle' meeting the approbation 
of the editor and the town, I resolved to turn over 
a new leaf — ^to take the public at its word, to 
muster all the tropes and figures I could lay hands 
on, and, though I am a plain man, never to appear 
abroad but in an embroidered dress. Still, old 
habits will prevail ; and I hardly ever set about a 
paragraph or a criticism, but there was an under- 
current of thought, or some generic distinction on 
which the whole turned. Having got my clue, I 
had no difficulty in stringing pearls upon it ; and 
the more recondite the point, the more I laboured 
to bring it out and set it <^ by a variety of omar 
ments and allusions. This puzzled the scribes 
whose business it was to crush me. They could 
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not see the meaning : thej would not see the eo- 
louricg, for it hurt their eyes. One cried out, it 
was dull ; another, that it was too fine by half : my 
friends took up this last alternative as the most 
&vouTable ; and since then it has been agreed that 
I am a florid writer, somewhat flighty and para- 
doxical. Yet, when I wished to unburthen my 
mind in the * Edinburgh* by an article on English 
metaphysics, the editor who echoes this florid 
charge, said he preferred what I wrote for effect, and 
was afraid of its being thought heavy ! I have ac- 
counted for the flowers ; — ^the paradoxes may be 
accounted for in the same way. All abstract rea- 
soning is in extremes, or only takes up one view of 
a question, or what is called tho principle of the 
thing ; and if you want to give this popularity and 
effect, you are in danger of running into extrava- 
gance and hyperbole. I have had to bring out 
some obscure distinction, or to combat some strong 
prejudice, and in doing this with all my might, 
may have often overshot the mark. It was easy 
to correct the excess of truth afterwards. I have 
been accused of inconsistency, for writing an essay, 
for instance, on the Advantages of Pedantry, and 
another, on the Ignorance of the Learned, as if 
ignorance had not its comforts as well as knowledge. 
The personalities I have fallen into. have never 
been gratuitous. If I have sacrificed my friends, 
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it has always been to a theoiy. I have been found 
fault with for repeating myself, and for a narrow 
range of ideas. To a want of general reading, I plead 
guilty, and am sorry for it ; but perhaps if I had 
read more, I might have thought less. As to my 
barrenness of invention, I have at least glanced 
over a number of subjects — painting, poetry, prose, 
plays, pohtics, parliamentary speakers, metaphy- 
sical lore, books, men, and things. There ia some 
point, some fancy, some feeling, some taste, shown 
in treating of these. Which of my conclusions has 
been reversed ? Is it what I said ten years ago of 
the Bourbons which raised the war-whoop against 
me ? Surely all the world are of that opinion now. 
I have, then, given proofs of some talent, and of 
more honesty : if there is haste or want of method, 
there is no common-place, nor a line that licks the 
dust ; and if I do not appear to more advantage, I 
at least appear such as I am. If the Editor of the 
*Atlas* -will do me the favour to look over my * Essay 
on the Principles of Human Action,* will dip into 
any essay I ever wrote, and vnll take a sponge and 
dear the dust from the face of my * Old Woman,' I 
hope he will, upon second thoughts, acquit me of 
an absolute dearth of resources and want of versa- 
tility in the direction of my studies. 
1838. 
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ON PERSONAL IDENTITY. 



" Ha ! h«re*8 three of as aie sophirtieaAed."-— Lsab. 

^ If I were not Alexander, I would be Diogenes !" 
«aid the Macedonian hero ; and the cjnic might 
have retorted the compliment upon the prince by 
^saying, that, '* were he not Diogenes, he would be 
Alexander !" This is the universal exception, the 
invariable reservation that our self-love makes, the 
utmost point at which our admiration or envy efver 
4imves — ^to wish, if we were not ouiwlves, to be 
«ome other individual. No one ever wishes to be 
4inother, instead of himself. We may feel a desire 
to change places with others— to have one man-s 
fortune— another*s health or strength^— his wit or 
learning, or aceomplishments of various kinds— 

" Wishing to be like one more rich in hope, 
Featured like him, like him with friends 
Desiring this man*0 art, and that man's scope :' 
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but we would still be ourselyes, to possess and enjoy 
all these, or we would not giTo a doit for them. 
But, on this supposition, what in truth ekoM we 
he the better for them ? It is not we, but another, 
that would reap the beui^t ; and what do we care 
about thfrt other ? In that case, the present owner 
might as well continue to enjoy them* We should 
not be gainers by the change. If the mean^ 
beggar who crouches! at a palace-gate, and looks up 
with awe and suppliant fear to the proud inmate as 
ha passes, could be put in possession of all the 
finery, the pomp, the luxury, and wealth that he 
sees and enyies, on the sole condition of getting 
rid, together with his rags and miseiy,' of all recol- 
lection that there oyer was such a wretch as him* 
self, he would reject the proffered boon with scorn. 
He might be glad to change situations; but he 
would insist on keeping his own thoughts, to com- 
pare notes, and point the transition bj the fozxse of 
contrast. He would not, on any account, forego 
his self-congratulation on the unexpected accession 
of good fortune, and his escape from past suffering. 
All that excites his cupidity, his enyy, his repining; 
or despair, is the alt^native of some great good to 
himself; and if, in order to attain that object, he 
is to part with his own existence to take that of 
another, he can feel no farther interest in it. This, 
is the language both of passion and reason. 
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Here lies ** the rub that xoakes calamity of so 
long life :'* for it is not barely the apprehension of 
the ills that '* in that sleep of death may come/* 
but also our ignorance and indifference to the pro- 
mised good, that produces omr repugnance and 
backwardness to quit the present scene. No man, 
if he had his choice, would be the angel Gabhel 
to-morrow! What is the angel (rabriel to him 
but a splendid vision ? He might as well haye an 
ambition to be turned into a bright cloud, or a par- 
ticular star. The interpretation of which is, he 
can haye no sympathy with the angel Gabriel. 
Before he can be transformed into so bright and 
ethereal an essence, he must necessaiily ** put off 
this mortal coil" — ^be divested of all his old habits, 
passions, thoughts, and feelings — to be endowed 
with other attributes, lofty and beatific, of which he 
has no notion ; and, therefore, he would rather re- 
main a little longer in this mansion of clay, which, 
with all its flaws, inconveniences, and perplexities, 
contains all that he has any real knowledge of, 
or any affection for. When, indeed, he is about 
to quit it in spite of himself, and has no other 
chance left to escape the darkness of the tomb, he 
may then have- no objection (making a virtue of 
necessity) to p«it on angel's wings, to have radiant 
locks, to wear a wreath of amaranth, and thus to 
masquerade it in the skies. 
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It is an instance of the truthfol beauty of the 
ancient mythology, that the various transmutations 
it recounts are never voluntary, or of favourable 
omen, but are interposed as a timely release to 
those who, driven on by fate, and urged to the last 
extremity of fear or anguish, are turned into a 
flower, a plant, an animal, a star, a precious stone, 
or into some object that may inspire pity or mitigate 
our regret for their misfortunes. Narcissus was 
transformed into a flower ; Daphne into a laurel ; 
Arethusa into a fountain (by the favour of the 
gods) — ^but not till no other remedy was left for 
their despair. It is a sort of smiling cheat upon 
death, and graceful compromise with annihilation. 
It is better to exist by proxy, in some softened type 
and soothing allegory, than not at all — to breathe 
in a flower or shine in a constellation, than to be 
utterly forgot ; but no one would change his natural 
condition (if he could help it) for that of a bird, aa 
insect, a beast, or a flsh, however dehghtful their 
mode of existence, or however enviable he might 
deem their lot compared to his own. Their 
thoughts are not our thoughts — ^their happiness is 
not our happiness ; nor can we enter into it, except 
with a passing smile of approbation, or as a refine- 
ment of fancy. As the poet sings : — 

*' What more felicity can fall to creature 
Than to enjoy delight with liberty. 
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And to be lord of all the works of nfttore 1 
To reign in the «ir from earth to higheit tky ; 

To feed on flowers and weeds of glorious feature ;- 
To taste whateyer thing doth please the eyel — 

Who rests not pleased with such happiness, 

Well worthy he to taste of wretchedness f " 

This is gorgeous description and fine declamation r 
jet who would be found to act upon it, even in the 
forming of a wish ; or would not rather be the 
thrall of wretchedness, than launch out (by the aid 
of some magic spell) into all the delights of such a 
butterfly state of existence ? The French (if any 
people can) may be said tp enjoy this airy, heed- 
less gaiety and unalloyed exuberance of satisfaxstion : 
yet what Englishman would deliberately change 
with them? We would sooner be miserable after 
our own &shion than happy after their^s. It i» 
not happiness, then, in the abstract, which we seek,. 
that can be addressed as 

'* That something still that prompts th' eternal sigh» 
For which we wish to liye or dare to die," — 

but a happiness suited to our tastes and faculties — 
that has become a part of ourselyes, by habit and 
enjoyment — ^that is endeared to us by a thousand 
recollections, priyations, and sufferings. No one, 
then, would willingly change his oountiy or his 
kind for the most plausible pretences held out to» 
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him. The most hdmiliating pimiBhnmrit inflicted 
in ancient fiahle is the change of sex : not thist it 
was any degradation in itself— »but that it must 
occasion a total derangement of the moral economy 
and confusion of the sen^ of personal propciely. 
The thing is said to have happened au sens con- 
traifv, in our time. The story is to be met with 

jn ''yery choice Italian ;" and Lord £) tells it 

in Tery plain English ! 

We may often find oorselTes envying the pteses- 
sions of others, and sometimes inadvertently indulg- 
ing a wish to change places with them altogether ; 
but ottr self-love soon discovers som6 tecuse to be 
off the bargain we were ready to strike, and re- 
tracts " vows made in haste, as violent and void.*^ 
We might make up our minds to the alteration in 
«very other particular ; but, when it comes to the 
point, there is sure to be some trait or £Bature of 
character in the object of our admiration to which we 
cannot reconcile^ ourselves->^me &vourite quality 
or darling foible of our own, with which we can by 
no means resolve to part. The more enviable the 
situation of another, the more entirely to our taste, 
the more reluctant we are to leave any part of our- 
selves behind that would be so fully capable of 
appreciating all the exqmsiteness of its new situa* 
tion, or not to enter into the posSessioti of such an 
imaginary revexsion of good fortune with all our 
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previous indinations and sentimentg. The out- 
ward circumstaaces were fine : they only wanted a 
, Moul to enjoy them, and that soul is out's (as the 
costly ring wants the peerless jewel to perfect and 
set it ofi). The hmnhle prayer and petition to 
sneak into visionary felicity by personal adoption, 
or the surrender of our own personal pretensions, 
always ends in a daring project of usurpation, and 
a determination to expel the actual proprietor, and 
supply his place so much more worthily with our 
own identity — ^not bating a single jot of it Thus, 
in passing through a fine collection of pictures, who 
has not envied the privilege of visiting it every day, 
and wished to be the owner ? But the rising sigh 
is soon checked, and **the native hue of emulation 
is sicklied o'er with the pale cast of thought," when 
we come to ask ourselves not merely whether the 
owner has any taste at all for these splendid works, 
and does not look upon them as so much expensive 
furniture, hke his chairs and tables — but whether 
he has the same precise (and only true) taste that 
we have — ^whether he has the very same favourites 
that we have— whether he may not be so bhnd as 
to prefer a Vandyke to a Titian, a Buysdael to a 
Claude; — nay, whether he may not have other 
pursuits and avocations that draw ofif his attention 
from the sole objects of our idolatry, and which 
seem to us mere impertinences and waste of time ? 
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In that case, we at once lose all patience, and ex- 
claim indignantlj, ** Give us back our taste, and 
keep your pictures ! *' It is not we who should 
euT^ them the possession of the treasure, but they 
who should envy us the tnie and exdusive exrjoj- 
ment of it. A similar train of feeling seems to 
have dictated Warton's spirited * Sonnet on visiting 
WHton-House* :— 

^' From Pembroke's prinoelj dome, where mimic art 
Decks with a magic huid the dazzling bowers, 
Its liyiDg hues nhere the warm pencil poors, 
And breathing forms from the mde marble start. 
How to life's humbler scene can I depart! 
Mj breast all glowing from those gozgeous towdrs, 
In my low cell how cheat the sullen hours t 
Vain the complaint I For fancy can impart 
(To fate superior and to fortune's power) 
Whate'er adorns the stately-storied hall : 
She, mid the dungeon's solitary gloom, 
Can dress the Qraces in their attic-pall ; 
Bid the green landskip's yemal beauty bloom ; 
And in bright trophies dothe the twilight walL" 

One sometimes passes by a gentleman's park, an 
old family-seat, with its moss-grown ruinous paling, 
its '* glades mild-opening to the genial day," or 
embrowned with forest-trees. Here one would be 
glad to spend one's hfe, " shut up in measureless 
content," and to grow old beneath ancestral oaks, 
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instead of gaining a precaiious, irJi8om6« and de- 
fipised livelihood, by indulging romantic sentiments, 
and vriting di&gointed descriptions of them. The ^ 
thought has scarcely iisen to the lipa, when we 
learn that the owner of so blissfol a seclusion is a 
thorough-bred fox-hunt^, a preserver of the game, 
a brawling electicmeerer, a Tory member of parlia- 
ment, a "no-Popery" man! — "I'd sooner be a dog^ 
and bay the moon ! " Who would be Sir Thomas 
Lethbridge for his title and estate ? asks one man. 
But would not almost any one wish to be Sir Fran- 
cis Burdett, the man of the people, the idol of the 
electors of Westminster ? says another. I can only 
answer for myself. Bespectable and honest as he 
is, there is something in his white boots, and white 
breeches, and white coat, and white hair, and white 
hat, and red feuse, that I cannot, by any effort 
of candour, con&und my pe]:Bonal identity with t 
If Mr -— • can prevail on Sir Francis to ex- 
change, let him do so by all means. Perhaps ihej 
might contrive to duh a soul between them! 
Could I have had my will, I should have been bom 
a lord : but one would not be a booby lord neither. 
I am haunted by an odd fancy of driving down the 
Great North Road in a chaise and four, about fifty 
yeaia ago, and coming to the inn at Feny-bridge, 
with out-riders, white fivoura, and a coronet on the 
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panels ; and th^n, too, I choose my ccnnpanion in the 
«oach. Beally there is a witchcraft in all this that 
makes it necessary to torn away from it, lest in 
the conflict hetween imagination and impossihiHtjr, 
I should grow feverish and lightrheaded ! But, on 
the other hand, if one was a horn lord, should one 
have the same idea (that every one else has) of a 
peeress in her oum right f Is not distance, giddy 
elevation, mysterious awe, an impassable gulf, ne- 
oessaiy to form this idea in the mmd, that fine 
ligament of '^ ethereal braid, sky-woven," that lets 
4own heaven upon earth, fair ds enchantment, soflk 
as Berenice's hair, bright and garlanded like Ari- 
adne's crown ; and is it not better to have hadthia 
idea all through life — ^to have caught but glimpses 
of it, to have known it but in a dream — ^than to 
have been bom a lord ten times over, with twenty 
pampered menials at one's beck, and twenty de- 
scents to boast of? It is the envy of ce^rtain privi- 
leges, the sharp privations we have undergone, the 
cutting neglect we have met with from the want of 
birth or title, that gives its zest to the distinction : 
the thing itself may be indifferent or contemptible 
enough. It is the becoming a lord that is to be de- 
sired; but he who becomes a lord in reality may be 
an upstart — a mere pretender, without the sterling 
•essence ; so that all that is of any worth in this 
4»ipposed transition is purely imaginary and impos- 



y Google 



108 ON PEBSONAIi IDENTITY. 

Bible.'*' Kings aro so accustomed to look down 
on all the rest of the world, that they consider 
the condition of mortality as vile and intoler- 
able, if stripped of royal state, and cry out in the 
bitterness of their despair, "Give me a crown, 
or a tomb ! " It should seem from this as if all 
mankind would change with the first crowned head 
that could propose the alternative, or that it would 
be only the {^resumption of the supposition, or a 
sense of their own unworthiness, that would deter 
them. Perhaps there is not a single throne that, 
if it was to be filled by this sort of voluntary me- 
tempsychosis, would not remain . empty. Many 
would, no doubt, be glad to '* monarchise, be 
feared, and kill with looks" in their own per- 
sons and after their own fashion : but who would 
be the double of those shadows of a shade — 
those "tenth transmitters of a foolish £Eu;e"— 
Charles X and Ferdinand YII? If monarcbs 
have little 9ympathy with mankind, mankind have 
even less with monarchs. They are merely to us 

* When Iiord Byron was cat by tlie great, on account of 
]M9 quarrel with his wife, he stood leaning on a marble 
slab at the entrance of a room, while troops of duchesses 
and countesses passed out. One little, pert, red-haired girl 
staid a few paces behind the rest ; and, as she passed him, 
said with a nod, ''Aye, you should have married me, and 
ihen all this wouldn't have happened to you ! *' 
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a sart of state-puppets, or rc^ wax-work, which 
we may gaze at with superstitious wonder, but 
have no wish to become ; and he who should medi- 
tate such a change must not only feel by anticipa- 
tion an utter contempt for the dough of humanity 
which he is prepared to cast, but must feel an abso- 
lute void and want of attraction in those lofty and 
incomprehensible sentiments which are to supply 
its place. With respect to actual royalty, the spell 
is in a great measure broken. But, among ancient 
monatrchs, there is no one, I think, who envies 
Darius or Xerxes. One has a different feeling 
with respect to Alexander or Pyrrhus ; but this is 
because they were great men as well as great 
kings, and the soul is up in arms at the mention 
of their names as at the sound of a trumpet But 
as to all the rest — those *' in the catalogue who go 
for kings'* — ^the praying, eatiug, drinking, dressing 
monaxchs of the earth, in time past or present—- 
one would as soon think of wishing to personate 
the Gblden Calf, or to turn out with Nebuchad- 
nezzar to graze, as to be transformed into one of 
that ''swinish multitude/' There is no point of 
affinity. The extrinsic circumstances are imposing : 
but, within, there is nothing but morbid humours 
and proud fleah I Some persons might Tote for 
Charlemagne ; and there are others who would 
have no objection to be the modem Charlemagne, 
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^rith all he inflicted and sufieted, even after the 
necroinkatic field of Waterloo, and the bloody 
wrealh on the vacant brow of his conqueror, and 
thai fen jailer set over him by a craven foe, that 
''glared round his soul, and mocked his closing 
^lids!" 

It has been remarked, that could we at pleasure 
<!hfinge our situation in life, more persons would be 
found anxious to descend than to ascend in the 
-scale ci society. One reason may be, that we have 
it nuHre in our power to do so; and this encourages 
the thought, and makes it familiar to us. A second 
is, that we naturally wish to' throw off the cares oi 
flftatB, of fortune or business, that oppress us, and 
to seek repose before we find it in the grave. A 
third reason is, that, as we descend to common 
•life, the pleasures are simple, natural, such as all 
^an «iter into, and therefore excite ia general inte- 
rest, and combine all suffrages. Of the different 
occupations of life, none is beheld with a more 
pleasing emotion, or less aversion to a change for 
^our own, than that of a shepherd tending his flock: 
the pastoral ages have been the envy and the 
thkoe of ail soooeeding <mes ; and a beggar with 
his crutch is more closely allied than the monarch 
4Hid his crdwn to the associations of inirth and 
heart's-ease. On the other hand, it must be ad- 
mitted that our pride is too apt to prefer grandeur 
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tohapirinflBS ; and that oar paanons make us enVy 
great yicea oftener than great Tirtiies. 

The TTorld show; tiiQir sense in nothing more, 
than iq a distrust and ayersion to those changes of 
situation which only tend to xnaJke the saocessfiil 
candidates ridioubua, and iffaich do not cany along 
vith them a mind adeqriate to the circumstances. 
The common, people/ in this respect, ape more 
shrewd and judicious than their superiors, from 
feeling their own awkwardness and incapacity, aad 
often decline, with an in^tinctiye modesty, the^ 
troublesome honours intended for them. Thej da 
not oY^look their original defects so readily 8& 
others pYedook their acquired advantages. It is. 
Mt wonderful, therefore, t^t pperarsingers and 
dancers refuse, or only condescend as it were, to. 
accept lords, though the latter are so often fasci- 
nated by them. Thp fair peifom^er knows (better 
than her unsui^ctiiig admirer) how little connexion 
the^e is between the daz^ding figure she makes oiv 
the stage and that which she may make in pnyata 
life, and is in no huny to convert ''the drawing- 
zoom into a Gxeen^ioom." The nobleman (sup>. 
posing him not to-be yery wisis) is aatcmished at the^ 
miraculous powers of aft in 

" The fair, the chaste, the inexpressible she ; " 

and thinks such a paragon must easily conform ta 
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the routine of manners and society whicli erexy 
trifling woman of quality' of bis acquaintance, firom 
sixteen to sixty, goes tbrougb with!out effort ThiB 
is a hasty or a wilful conclusion. Things of habit 
only come by habit, and inspiration here availa 
nothing. A man of fortune who marries an actress 
for her fine performance of tragedy, has been well 
compared to the pei^n who bought Punch, The 
lady is not unfrequently aware of the inconsequent 
tiality, and unwilling to be put on the shelf, and 
hid in the nursery of some musty countiy-mansion. 
Servant girls, of any sense and spirit, treat their 
masters (who make serious love to them) with suitr 
able contempt* What is it but a proposal to diag^ 
an unmeaning trollop at his heels through life, to 
her own annoyance and the ridicule of all his 
friends? No woiaan, I suspect, ever foi^ye a 
man who raised her from a low condition in life 
(it is a perpetual obligation and reproach); though 
I believe, men often feel the most disinterested 
regard for women under such circumstances. San* 
cho Panza discovered no less folly in his eagerness 
to entet upon his new government, than wisdom 
in quitting it as fast as possible. Why will Mr 
Cobbett persist in getting into Parliament? He 
would. find himself no longer the same man. What 
member of Parliament, I should like to know, 
could write his * Register' ? As a popular partisan. 
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he may (:for aaght I can say) be a matcli for the 
whole Honourable House ; but, hj obtaining a seat 
k St Stephen's Chapel, he would only be equal to 
a 576th part of it It was surely a puerile ambi- 
tion in Mr Addington to succeed Mr Pitt as prime- 
minister. The situation was only a foil to his 
imbecility. Gipsies have a fine feusulty of evasion ; 
catch them who can in the same place or stoiy 
t^ce ! Take them ; teach them the comforts of 
civilization; confine them in warm rooms, with 
thick carpets and down beds ; and they will fiy out 
of the window— like the bird, described by Chau- 
cer, out of its golden cage. I maintain that there 
is no common language or medium of understand* 
ing between people of education and without it^* 
between those who judge of things from books or 
&om their senses. Ignorance has so fsr the 
advantage over learning; for it can make an appeal 
to you from what you know ; but you cannot re-act 
npon it through that which it is a perfect stranger 
to. Ignorance is, therefore, power. This is what 
foiled Buonaparte in Spain and Huasia. The peo- 
ple can only be gained over by informing them, 
though they may be enslaved by fraud or force. 
** What is it, then, he does like ?'*—*' Good victuals 
and drink I" A^ if you had not these too ; but 
because he has them not, he thinks of nothing 
el3e, and laughs at you and your refinements, sup.- 
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posing jcm lire upon. air. To :thoEi6 who aofe de- 
rived of everj odier .adyantage, 9ven mtsre is t 
fooft sealed. I hare nia4e this capital nqatake al 
mj life, in iinaginjng,th«t those o]bject]B irhidb kj 
open to all, and^ excited an interest, mescalj fmm 
ih^ tdeOi of t^em, spcdce a common lapguage to aU ; 
and that jnatore was a kin4 of ifniveraal hopa^ 
where all a^es, seses, ciius^ meet. Not «). The 
Tltal air, the skj^ the woods, th^ atreams — all 
these go for. nothing, except .with a fiiToured. few. 
The poor are taken up with their hodilj w;ants— 
the riph^ with external acquisitions : the one^ vnth 
the 9ense of property — ^the other, at its pri^atiim. 
Both have the same distaste foi:; sentimmU. Tb» 
gewted are the slaves of appearapces— the TQlgiMC« 
of necessity; and neijther has the smallest regiizd 
to. worth, refinement, generosity. All savages ax^ 
hereclaimable. I can understand die Irish chiun^ 
ter bettor than the Scotch. I hat^ the formal 
cnist of cxrcumstances and the xpeehanism of 
society. I have been raeommended, indeed, to 
settle down into soma respectable profession fiir 
life;— 

" Ah ! why 10 80on the blonom tear r 

I am *« in no baste to be, venerable !" 

In thinking (rf those one might wish to httYe 
b^n, vmxj people will exolfdm, <* Surely, you 
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wonld like to baye been Sbakspeare ?*' Woold 
Grnmck have coDsented to the change ? Ko, nor 
ihould he ; for the applause vvfaich he receiTed, 
and on which he lired, was more adapted to bis 
genius and taste. If Garrick had agreed to be 
Shakspeare, he would have made it a previous con- 
dition that he was to be a better plajer. He 
would bare insisted on taking dome higher part 
than * PolonioiB* or the ' Grave-digger.* Ben Jon- 
son and his companions at the Mermaid would not 
have known their dd inend Will in his new dis- 
guise. The modem Bosdus would have scouted 
the halting player. He would have shrunk from 
the parts of the inspired poet. If others are 
nnlike us, we feel it as a presumption and an 
impiertinence to usurp their place ; if thej are 
like us, it seems a woi^ of supererogation. We 
are not to be cozened Out of our esdstence for no- 
thing. It has b^en ingeniouslj urged, as an 
objection to having been Milton, diat ^' then we 
should not have had the pleasure of reading < Para- 
dise Lost.' " Perhaps I should indine to draw 
lots with Pope, but that he was de&tmed, and did 
not sufficiently relish Milton and Shakspeare. As 
it is, we can enjoy his vetees and their's too. Why, 
having these, need we ever be disElatisfied with 
ourselves ? Goldsmith is a person whom I con* 
tiderably affect, notwithstanding his Uunden and 
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his misfortones. The author of the * Vicar of 
Wakefield,* and of ' Eetaliation/ is one whose 
temper must have had somethii^ eminently ami- 
ahle, delightful, gay, and happy in it. 

** A oertfun tender bloom his fame o'enpreads." 

But then I could never make up my mind to his 
preferring Eowe and Diyden to the worthies of the 
Elizahethan age ; nor could I, in like manner, for- 
give Sir Joshua — ^whom I number among those 
whose existence was marked with a white stone, and 
on whose tomb might be inscribed " Thrice Fortu- 
nate!**— his treating Nicholas Poussin with con- 
tempt. Differences in matters of taste and opinion 
are points of honoiur — " stuff o' the conscience**— 
stumbling-blocks not to be got over. Others, we 
easily graut, may have more wit, learning, imagi- 
nation, riches, strength, heauty, which we should 
he glad to borrow of them ; but that they have 
sounder or better views of things, or that we should 
act wisely in changing in this respect, is what we 
can by no means persuade ourselves. We may not 
be the lucky possessors of what is best or most desir- 
ahle ; but our notion of what is best and most 
desirable we will give up to no man by choice or 
compulsion ; and unless others (the greatest wits 
or brightest geniuses) can come into our way of 
thinking, we must humbly beg leave to remain as we 
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are. A Galvanistic preacher would not relinquish 
a single point of faith to be the Pope of Borne ; 
nor would a strict Unitarian acknowledge the mys- 
teiy of the Holy Trinity to have painted BaphaeFs 
* Assembly of the Just.* In the range of ideal 
excellence, we are distracted by variety and re- 
pelled by differences : the imagination is fickle and 
fastidious, and requires a combination of all pos- 
sible qualifications, which never met. Habit alone 
is blind and tenacious of the most homely advan- 
tages ; and after running the tempting round of 
nature, fame, and fortune, we wrap ourselves up in 
our familiar recollections and humble pretensions. 
— as the lark, after long fluttering on sunny wing, 
sinks into its lowly bed 1 

We can have no very importunate craving, nor 
very great confidence, in wishing to change cha- 
racters, except with those with whom we are inti- 
mately acquainted by their works; and having 
these by us (which is all we know or covet in 
them), what would we have more ? We can have 
no more of a cat than her skin ; nor of an author 
than his brains. By becoming Shakspeare in 
reality we cut ourselves out of reading Milton^ 
Pope, Dryden, and a thousand more — ^all of whom 
we have in our possession, eiyoy, and are, by turns, 
in the best part of them, their thoughts, without any 
metamorphosis or miracle at all. What a micro- 
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cosm 18 oors ! What a Pxoteus is Hie liuman 
mind ! All tliat V6 know, think of, or can admire, 
in a manner becomes ourselves. We are not (the 
meanest of ns) a volume, but a whole library ! In 
this calculation of problematical contingencies, the 
lapse of time makes no difference. One would as 
soon have been Bapbael as anj modem artist 
Twenty, thirty, or forty years of ialegant ei^joy- 
ment and lofty feeling were as great a luxury in 
the fifteenth as in the nineteenth century. But 
Baphael did not live to see Claude, nor Titian 
Eembrandt Those wbo found arts and sciences 
are not witnesses of their accumulated results and 
benefits ; nor in general do they reap the meed of 
praise which is their due. We who come after in 
some " la^[ard age/* have more enjoyment of their 
&me than they had. Who would have missed the 
sight of the Louvre in all its glory to have been 
one of those whose works enriched it ? Would it 
not have been giving a certain good for an uncer* 
tain advantage ? No: I am as Qure (if it is not 
presumption to say so) of what passed through 
Baphael's mind as of what ^passes through my 
own ; and I know the difference between seeing 
(though even that is a rare privilege) and produc- 
ing such perfection. At onetime I was so devoted 
to Bembrandt, that I think if the Prince of Dark- 
ness had made me the offer in some rash mood, I 
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should have been tempted to close mth it, and 
should have become (in happy hour, and in domi- 
right earnest) the great master of light and shade ^ 
I have run myself out of my materials for this 
Essay, and want a well-tutned sentence or two to 
conclude with ; like Benvenuto Cellini, who com- 
plains that, with aU the brass, tin, iron, and lead 
he could muster in the house, his statue of Perseus 
was left imperfect, with a dent in the heel of it 
Once more then — I believe there is one character 
that all the world would like to change with — 
wluch ia that of a favoured rival. Even hatred 
giveaway to envy. We would be any thing*--* 
toad in a dungeon — ^to live upon her smile, which 
is our ^ of earthly hope and happiness ; nor caa 
we, in our infatuation, conceive that liiere ia aiKj 
diifferenoe of feeling on the subject, or that the 
pressure of her hand is not in itself iiivine, making 
those to whom such bliss is deigned like the Im- 
mortal Go^ ! 

ia2a. 
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ESSAY VII. 

MIND AND MOTIVE* 



" The web of our lives is of a mingled Tatn.** 

^*. Anthony Cobbus Ubceus, a most learned and 
unfortunate Italian, bom 1446, was a stiiking in- 
istanoe" (says his biograj^er) '* of the miseries men 
bring upon themselves by settmg their afiections 
unreasonably on trifles. This learned man lived 
at Forli, and had an apartment in the palace. His 
room was so very dark, that he was forced to use 
a candle in the day-time; and one day, goin^ 
abroad without putting it out, his library was set 
on fire, and some papers which he had prepared 
for the press were burned. The instant he ifsa 
informed of this ill news, he was affected even to 
madness. He ran fimously to the palace, and, 
stopping at the door of his apartment, he cried 
aloud, * Christ Jesus ! what mighty crime have I 
committed ? whom of your followers have I ever 
injured, that you thus rage with inexpiable hatred 
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against me?* Then turning himself to an image 
of the Yiigin Maiy near at hand, ' Virgin* (says 
he) ' hear what I have to say, for I speak in ear- 
nest, and with a composed spirit If I shall hap- 
pen to address you in my dying moments, I 
humhly entreat you not to hear me, nor receive 
me into heav^, for I am determined to spend all 
eternity in heU.' Those who heard these blas- 
phemous expressions endeavoured to comfort him, 
hut all to no purpose ; for, the society of mankind 
being no longer supportable to him, he left the 
cily, and retired, like a savage, to the deep solitude 
of a wood. Some say he was murdered there by 
ruffians ; others that he died at Bologna, in 1500, 
after much contrition and penitence.*' 

Almost every one may here read the history of 
his own life. There is scarcely a moment in which 
we are not in some degree guilty of the same kind 
of absurdity, which was here carried to such a 
singular excess. We waste our regrets on what 
cannot be recalled, or fix our desires on what we 
know cannot be attained. Every hour is the slave 
of the last; and we are seldom masters either of 
our thoughts or of our actions. We are the crea- 
tures of imagination, passion, and self-wiU, more 
than of reason or self-interest. Eousseau, in his 
* Em^us,* proposed to educate a perfectly reason- 
able man, who was to have passions and affections 
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like otker m^, but with an absolute omxtrol over 
them. He vrosi to lore and to be wise. This is 
a contiadicdon in terms. Even in tdie commas 
transaGtioDB and daily intetooorse of li£e, we 
are goyemed by whim, cafirice, pfe^adioe, or 
accident. The fetlling of a tea-ctq^ pats us out 
of temper for Ihe day; and a ^uanel diat com- 
menced about the pattern of a gown may end 
only wilSb our lives. 

" FiiendB now fast sworn. 
On ft dissension of a doit, break out 
To bitterest enmity. So fellest foes, 
Whose passions and whose plots bare broke tbfiiraleept 
To take tbe one the other, by some chanoe, 
Some trick not worth an egg, shall grow dear friends. 
And interjoin their issues." 

We are little better than humoured children 16 
the last, and play a mischievous game at cross pur^ 
poses with our own happiness and that of others. 

We have given the above stoiy as a striking 
contradiction to the prevailing doctrine of modem 
systems of miorals and metaphysics, that man is ft 
purely sensual and selfish animal, governed soldy 
by a regard either to his immediate gratification 
or future interest. Tliis doctrine we mean to 
oppose with all our nnght, whenever we meet with 
it. We are, however, less disposed to quarrel with 
it, as it is exposed to Teason and philosophy, than 
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as it interferes mth common sense and obserration. 
If the absurdity in question bad been confined to 
the schools, we should not have gone out of our 
way to meddle with it : but it has gone abroad in 
the world, has crept into ladies* boudoirs, is entered 
in the commonplace book of beaux, ia in the mouth 
of the learned and the ignorant, and forms apart of 
popular opinion. It is perpetually applied as a 
false mefisure to the characters and conduct of men 
in the common afiieuis of the world, and it is there- 
fore our business to rectify it if we can. In fact, 
whoerer sets out on the idea of reducing all our 
motLves and actions to a simple principle, must 
either take a very nanow and superficial view of 
human nature, or make a very parrerse use of his 
understanding in reasoning on what he sees. The 
frame of our minds, like that of our bodies, is 
exceedingly complicated. Besides mere sensibi- 
lity to pleasure and pain, there are other origi- 
nal independent principles, necessarily interwoven 
with the nature of man as an active and intelli- 
gent being, and which, blended together in differ- 
ent proportions, give their form and colour to our 
lives. Without some other essential faculties, such 
as will, imagination, &c., to give effect and direction 
to our physical sensibility, this faculty could be 
of no possible use or influence ; and with those 
other £ftcnlties joined to it, this pretended instinct 
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of self-love \dll be subject to be eyerlastrnglj 
modified and controlled by those &culties, both 
in what regards our own good and that of 
others ; that is, must itself become in a great mea- 
sure dependent on the very instruments it uses. 
The two most predominant principles in the mind, 
besides sensibility and self-interest, are imagination 
■and self-will, or (in general) the love of strong ex- 
citement, both in thought and action. To these 
sources may be traced the various passions, pur- 
suits, habits, affections, follies and caprices, virtues 
and vices, of mankind. We shall confine ourselves, 
in the present article, to give some account of the 
influence exercised by the imagination over the 
feelings. — To an intellectoal being, it cannot be 
altogether arbitrary what ideas it shall have, 
whether pleasurable or painful. Our ideas, do 
not originate in our love of pleasure, and they 
cannot therefore depend absolutely upon it. They 
have another principle, If the imagination were 
''the servile slave" of our self-love, if our ideas 
were emanations of our sensitive nature, encour- 
aged if agreeable, and excluded the instant they 
became otherwise, or encroached on the former 
principle, then there might be a tolerable pretence 
for the Epicurean philosophy which is here spoken 
of. But for any such entire and mechanical sub 
6erviency of the operations of the one principle to 
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the dictates of the other, there is not the slightest 
foundation in reality. The attention which the 
raind gives to its ideas is not always ow;iDg to the 
gratification deriyed from them, hut to the strength 
and truth of the impressions themselves, t. e, to 
their involuntary power over the mind. This ob- 
servation will account for a very general principle 
in the mind, which cannot, we conceive, be satis* 
£eu2torily explained in any other way, we mean the 
power of fascination, — Every one has heard the 
story of the girl, who being left alone by her com- 
panions, in order to frighten her, in a room with a 
dead body, at first attempted to get out, and 
shrieked violently for assistance, but finding her- 
self shut in, ran and embraced the corpse, and was 
found senseless in its arms. 
. It is said that in such cases there is a desperate 
effort made to get rid of the dread by converting it 
into the reality. There may be some truth in this 
account, but we do not think it contains the whole 
truth. The event produced in the present instance 
4o4BS not bear out the conclusion. The progress of 
the passion does not . seem to have been that of 
diminifthing or removing the terror by coming in 
contact with the object, but of carrying this terror 
to its height from an intense and irresistible im- 
pulse, overcoming every other feeling. 

It is a well-known &ct that few persons can 
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istai^d safelj an the edge of a precipice, or walk 
along the parapet wall of a house, without being in 
danger of throwing themselves down'; not, we pre- 
some, fiom a principle of seif-preservadon ; but in 
consequence of a strong idea haying, taken posses- 
sion of the ndnd^ from which it cannot well escape, 
which absorbs everjr other consideration; and con- 
founds ai^d overroles all self-regards. The impulse 
cannot in this case be resolved into a desire to re- 
move the uneasiness of fear, for the only danger 
arises irpm the fear. We have been told bj a per- 
son^ not at all given to exaggeration, that he once 
felt a strong propensitjr to throw himself into a 
cauldron of boiling lead, into which he was looking. 
These are what Shakspeare calls " the toys of des- 
peration." People sometimes many, and even fall 
in love, on this principle — that is, through mere 
ai^rehension, or what is called a fatality. In like 
manner, we find instances of persons, who are as it 
were naturally delighted with whatever is disagree- 
able, — ^who catch all sorts of unbecoming tones and 
gestures, — ^who always say what they should not, 
and what they do not mean to say, — -in whom in- 
temperance of imagination and incontinence of 
tongue are a disease, and who are governed by an 
almost infallible instinct of absprdily. 

The love of inutation has the same general 
source. We difi^ute for ever about Hogarth, and 
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the qi£dfi(tioii cdn neveir be decided aotordiiig to the 
common ideas on the suliject of taste. Hie pio- 
tures appeal to the 1ot6 of truth, not td tilie aepse 
of beauty ; but the one is as much an essential 
principle of our niiture as the other. They fill lip 
the void of the mind ; they present an eyerlastmg 
succession and variety of ideas. There is a fine 
observation somewhere made by Aristotle, that the 
mind has a natujcal appetite of curiosity, or desire 
to know; and tsuM of that knowledge which 
comes in by the eye, for this presents us with the 
greatest variety of differences. Hogarth is re 
lished only by persons of a certain strength of 
mind and penetration into character ; for the sub- 
jects in themselves are not pleasing, and this 
objection is only redeemed by the exercise and 
activity which they give to the understanding. 
The great difference between what is mieant by 
a severe t^d an effeminate taste or style, depends 
(m the distinction here made. 

Our teasing ourselves to recollect the names of 
places or persons we have forgotten, the love of 
riddles and of abstruse philosophy, are all illus- 
trations of the same general principle of curiosity, 
ot the love of intellectual excitement. Again, our 
impatience to be delivered of a secret that w^ 
know; the necessity wluch loten have for confi- 
dants, auricular oanfesaon, and the dedaratloiis so 
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commonly made by criminals of their guilt, are 
effects of the involuntary power exerted by the 
imagination over the feelings. Nothing can be 
more untrue, than that the whole course of our 
ideas, passions, and pursuits, is regulated by a 
regard to self-interest. Our attachment to certain 
objects is much oftener in proportion to the strength 
of the impression they make on us, to their power 
of riveting and fixing the attention, than to the 
gratification we derive from them. We are per- 
haps more apt to dwell upon circimistances that 
excite disgust and shock our feelings, than on those 
of an agreeable nature. This, at least, is the case 
where this disposition is particularly strong, as in 
people of nervous feelings and morbid habits of 
thinking. Thus the mind is often haunted with 
painful images and recollections, from the hold they 
have taken of the imagination. We cannot shake 
them off, though we strive to do it : nay, we even 
court their company ; we will not part with them 
out of our presence ; we strain our aching sight 
after them ; we anxiously recal eveiy feature, and 
contemplate them in all their a^avated colours. 
There are a thousand passions and fancies that 
thwart our purposes and disturb our repose. Grief 
and fear are almost as welcome inmates of the 
breast as hope or joy, and more obstinately che- 
rished. We return to the objects which have 
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excited them, we brood over them, they become 
almost inseparable from the mind, necessaiy to it ; 
thej assimilate all objects to the gloom of our own 
thoaghts, and make the will a partj against itself. 
This is one chief source of most of the passions thltt 
prey like vultures on the heart, and embitter hu- 
man life. We hear moralists and divines perpetu- 
ally exclaiming, with mingled indignation and 
surprise, at the folly of mankind in obstinately 
persisting in these tormenting and violent pas- 
sions, such as envy, revenge, sullenness, despair. 
&c. This is to them a mystery; and it will always 
remain an inexplicable one, while the love of hap- 
piness is considered as the only spring of human 
conduct and desires.* 

The love of power or action is another indepen- 
dent principle of the human mind, in the different 
degrees in which it exists, and which are not by 



* As a contrast to the stoiy at the beginning of thia 
article, it will be not amiss to mention that of Sir Isaac 
Newton on a somewhat similar occasion. He had prepared 
aome papers for the press with great care and study, but 
happening to leave a lighted candle on the table with 
them, his dog Diamond OTertumed the candle, and the 
labour of several years was destroyed. This great man, on 
seeing what was done, only shook his head, and said with a 
smile, "Ah, Diamond, vou don*t know what mischief jou 
hare doner* 
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«q; meom m exaet proportion to its pbjsioal senai- 
biEty. It seems^ evidezntly absurd to suppose tb&t 
(wnsibility to pleasure or pain is the only pnnoiple 
<dk action. It is almost too obvious to remaik, tbait 
tMasibility alone, ivitbout an active principle in the 
loind, QOilld nev(^ produce aiction. Hie soul might 
lie dissolved in pleasure^ ev be agonized witibi woe.; 
but the ijjipc^es of feelim^, in order to excite pas^ 
auau desire, or will, must be first oc^muniGated to 
^ome other Deumlty. Theie. must be a priuiQij^e, a 
lund of activity somewheiie, by and through which 
ouar sensibility opemtes;; and that this active prinr 
ciple owes all. its foree,. its precise degree of direct 
tion, to the sensitive faculty, isnei&erself^videiil: 
nor true. Strength of will is not always nor gene- 
rally in proportion to strength of feeUi^. There 
are di^Sdrent degrees of activity as of sensibility in 
the mind ; and our passions, cbaracters, and pur- 
suits, often depend no less upon the one than on 
the other. We continually make a distinction in 
commcm discourse between sensibility and irrita- 
btlky, between passicm and feeing,, betiveen tibe 
nerves and muscles ; and we find tibat H^ mo9t 
voluptuous people are in general the most indolent. 
Every one who has looked closely into .human 
nature mii^t have- observed persons, who are natur- 
ally a^d habitually restless in the eodareme, buJb 
without any extraordinary susceptibility to pleaauxe 
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or pain, alvmys makiog or finding escuses to do 
something, — ^wbose actions constantly outrun the 
occasion, and who are eager in the pursuit of the 
greatest tiifles,«-*^i?faose impatience of the smallest 
repose keeps them always employed about noliiing 
— and whose whole liyes are a continued work o£ 
supererogation. There are others again who seem 
bom to act from a spirit of contradiction only, 
that is, who are ready to act not only without a 
reason, but against it,— who are ever at cross- 
purposes with themselves and others,— who are 
not satisfied unless they are doing two opposite 
things at a time, — ^who contradict what you say, 
and if you assent to them, contradict what they 
have said,— who regularly leave the pursuit in 
which they are successfol to engage in some other 
in which they have no chance of success,— who 
make a point of encountering difficulties and aim- 
ing at impossibilities, that there may be no end of 
their exhausUess task : while there is a third olaaa 
whose vis inertia scarcely any motives can over- 
come, — ^who are devoured by their feelings, and the 
slaves of their passions, but who can take no pains 
and use no means to gratify them, — ^who, if roused 
to action by any unforeseen accident, require a con- 
tinued stimulus to urge them on, — who fluctuate 
between desire and want of resolution,— whose 
brightest projects bunst like a bubble as soon as- 
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fonned, — ^who yield to every obstacle, — who almost 
sink under the weight of the atmosphere, — ^who 
cannot brush aside a cobweb in their path, and are 
stopped by an insect's wing. Indolence is want of 
will— the absence or defect of the active principle 
—a repugnance to motion ; and whoever has been, 
much tormented with this passion, must, we are 
sure, have felt that the inclination to indulge it is 
something very distinct from the love of pleasure 
or actual enjoyment. Ambition is the reverse of 
indolence, and is the love of power or action in 
great things. Avarice, also, as it relates to the 
acquisition of riches, is, in a great measure, an 
active and enterprising feeling ; nor does the 
hoarding of wealth, after it is acquired, seem to 
have n(iuch connection with the love of pleasure. 
What is called niggardliness, very often, we are 
convinced from particular instances that we have 
known, arises less from a selfish principle than 
from a love of contrivance, from the study of eco- 
nomy as an art, for want of a better, &om a pride 
in making the most of a little, and in not exceed- 
ing a certain expense previously determined upon ; 
all which is wilfulness, and is perfectly consistent, 
as it is frequently found united, with the most 
lavish expenditure and the utmost disregard for 
money on other occasions. A miser may in general 
be looked upon as a particular species of virtuoso. 
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The constant desire in the rich to leave wealth 
in large masses, by aggrandizing some branch of 
their families, or sometimes in such a manner as 
to accumulate for centuries, sho^vs that the imagi- 
nation has a considerable share in this passion. 
Intemperance, debauchery, gluttony, and other 
vices of that kind, may be attributed to an excess 
of sensuality or gross sensibility ; though even here, 
we think it evident that habits of intoxication are 
produced quite as much by the strength as by the 
agreeableness of the excitement ; and with respect 
to some other vicious habits, curiosity makes many 
more votaries than inclination. The love of truth, 
when it predominates, produces inquisitive charac 
ters, the whole tribe of gossips, tale-bearei*s, harm- 
less busy-bodies, your blunt honest creatures, who 
never conceal what they think, and who are the 
more sure to tell it you the less you want to hear 
it, — and now and then a phOosopher. 

Our passions in general are to be traced more 
immediately to the active part of our nature, to the 
love of power, or to strength of will. Such are all 
those which arise out of the difficulty of accom- 
plishment, which become more intense from the 
efforts made to attain the object, and which derive 
their strength fi-om opposition. Mr Hobbes sajs 
well on this subject : — 

'* But for an utmost end, in which tlio ancient 
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philosophers placed felicity, and disputed much 
concerning the nay thereto, th^e is no such thing 
in this world nor way to it, more than to Utopia ; 
for while we live, we hare desires, and desire pre- 
Biq^seth a furdiCT end. Seeing all delight is 
appetite, and desire of something further, there can 
he no contentment hut in proceedmg, and therefore 
we are not to marvel, when we see that as men 
attain to more riches, honour, or other power, so 
their appetite continually groweth more and more ; 
and when they are come to the utmost degree of 
some kind of power, they pursue some other, as 
long as in any kind they think themselves hehind 
any other. Of those therefore that have attained 
the highest degree of honour and riches, some have 
aJQfected mastery in some art, ss Nero in music and 
poetry, Commodus in the art of a gladiator ; and 
such as aflfect not some such thing, must find diver- 
sion and recreation of their thoughts in the contention 
either of play or husiness, and men justty complain 
as of a great grief that they know not what to do. 
Felicity, therefore, hy which we mean continual 
delight, consists not in having prospered, hut in 
prospering." 

This account of human nature, true as it is, 
would he a mere romance, if physical sensihilily 
were the only faculty .essential to man, that is, if 
we were the slaves of voluptuous indolence. But 
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our desires ore kindled by their own heat, the will 
is urged on by a restless impulse, and, without action, 
enjoyment becomes insipid. The passions of men 
are not in proportion only to their sensibility, or 
to the desirableness of the object, but to the via* 
lence and irritability of their tempers, and ths 
obstacles to their success. Thus an object to which 
we were almost indifferent while we thought it in 
our power, often excites the most ardent pursuit or 
the most painful regret, as soon as it is placed out 
of our reach. How eloquently is the contradiction 
between our desires and our success described in 
Don Quixote, where it is said of the lover, that " he 
courted a statue, hunted the wind, cried aloud to 
the desert ! " 

The necessity of action to the mind, and the 
keen edge it giv^s to our desires, is shown in the 
different value we set on past and future objects. 
It is commonly, and we might almost say univer- 
sally, supposed, that there is an essential difference 
in the two cases. In this instance, however, the 
strength of. our passions has converted an evident 
absurdity into one of the most inveterate pr^u- 
dices of the human mind. That the future is 
really or in itself of more consequence than the 
paat, is what, we can neither assent to nor even 
conceive. It is true, tha past haa ceased to he^ 
and ia no longer anything! except to tha mind ; 
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but the future is still to come, and has an exist- 
ence in the mind only. The one is at an end, the 
other has not even had a beginning ; both are 
purely ideal : so that this argument would prove 
that the present only is of any real value, and that 
both past and future objects are equally indifferent, 
alike nothing. Indeed, the future is, if possible, 
more ims^naiy than the past; for the past may in 
some sense be said to exist in its consequences ; it 
acts still ; it is present to us in its effects ; the 
mouldering ruins and broken fragments still re- 
main ; but of the future there is no trace. What 
a blank does the history of the world, for the next 
six thousand years, present to the mind compared 
with that of the last ? All that strikes the imagi- 
nation, or excites any interest in the mighty scene, 
is what has been, — Neither in reality, then, nor as 
a subject of general contemplation, has the future 
any advantage over the past ; but with respect to 
our own passions and pursuits it has. We regret 
the pleasures we have enjoyed, and eagerly antici- 
pate those which are to come ; we dwell with satis- 
faction on the evils from which we have escaped, 
and dread future pain. The good that is past is 
like money that is spent, which is of no use, and 
about which we give ourselves no farther concern. 
The good we expect is like a store yet untouched, 
in the enjoyment of which we promise ourselves 
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infinite gratification. What has happened to us 
we think of no consequence, — what is to happen to 
us, of the greatest. Why so ? Because the one 
is in our power, and the other not ; hecaiise the 
efforts of the will to bring an object to pass or to 
avert it, strengthen our attachment to or our aver- 
sion from that object ; because the habitual pur- 
suit of any purpose redoubles the ardour of our 
pursuit, and converts the speculative and indolent 
interest we should otherwise take in it into real 
passion. Our regrets, auxiety, and wishes, are 
thrown away upon the past, but we encourage our 
disposition to esAggerate the importance of the 
future, as of the utmost use in aiding our resolur 
tions and stimulating our exertions. 

It in some measure confirms this theory, that 
men attach more or less importance to past and 
future events, according as they are more or less 
engaged in action and the busy scenes of life. 
Those who have a fortune to make, or are in pur- 
suit of rank and power, are regardless of the past, 
for it does not contribute to their views : those who 
have nothing to do but to think, take nearly the 
same interest in the past as in the future. The 
contemplation of the one is as delightful and real 
as of the other. The season of hope comes to an 
end, but the remembrance of it is left. The past 
still lives in the memory of those who have leisure 
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to look back upon the way that they h&re trod, and 
can ftom it " catcli glimpses thaCt may make them 
less farlom."* The turbulence of action and xineasi- 
ness of desire fmtst dwell upon tlie future ; it is 
only amidst the *quiet iimocence of sbeplrerds, in 
the simplicity of tiie pastoral ages, Hiat a tomb 
was found with this inscription — " I also was an 
Abcadian ! " 

We feel that some apology is necessary for hav- 
ing thus plunged our readers all at once into the 
middle of metaphysics. If it should be asked what 
use such studies are of, we might answer with 
Hume, perhaps of none, except that there are cer- 
tain persxms v}ho find more entertainment in them 
than in any other. An account of this matter, with 
which we were amused ourselves, and which may 
tiierefore amuse others, we met with Bome time ago 
sn E metaphysical aHegory, which begins in this 
manner:-— 

** In the depth of a forest, in the kingdom of 
ludostan, Hved a monkey, who, before his last step 
of transmigration, bad occupied a human tenement. 
He had been a Bramin, skilful in theology, and in 
aH abstruse learning. He was wont to hold in 
admiration the ways of nature, and delighted to 
penetrate the mysteries in which she was enrobed; 
but in -pursuing the footsteps of philosophy, he 
wandered too fer from the abode of the social Vir- 



y Google 



XINB ASJ> MOTIVE. iSd 

tues. In order to pursue his studies, he had re- 
tired to a cave on the haok& of the Jumna* There 
he &rgat societj, andi neglected ablution: and 
therelbre hia sovd was degraded to a condidon 
bebw humanity. So inveterate were the habits 
which he had contracted in his human state^ that 
his spirit was still influenced bj hia pasiion &r 
abstruse study. He sojpuzned in this wood from 
youth to age, regardless of eyexythingr Mve cocoas 
nuU and metaphysksJ* — For our own pact, we 
should be content to pass our time nwch in the 
same manner as this learned savage, if we could 
only &nd a. substitute for his cocoa-nuts ! We do 
not however wish to recommend the same pursuit 
to others, nor to dissuade them frcmi it It has its 
pleasures and its pains — its successes and its di&- 
a.ppointments. It is neither quite so sublime nor 
quite so uninteicesting as it is sometimes repre- 
sented. The worst is, that much thou^t on ^ffi- 
cult subjects tends, afiber a certain time, to destroy 
the natural gaiety and dancing of the spirits ; it 
deadens the elastic force of the mind, weighs upon 
the heart, and makes us insensible to the common 
enjoyments and pursuits of life. 

" Sithence no fairy IigEts, no quickning ray, 
Nor stir of pulse, nor objects to entice 
Abroad tbe spirits; but the eloyster^d beart 
Sitfr sq^nat at bom^r lilce pi^d in anidie 
Obscoze." 
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Metaphysical reasoning is also one branch of the 
tree of the knowledge of good and evil. The study 
of man, however, does, perhaps, less harm than a 
knowledge of the world, though it must be owned 
that the practical knowledge of vice and misery 
makes a stronger impression on the mind, when it 
has imbibed a habit of abstract reasoning,. Evil 
thus becomes embodied in a general principle, and 
shows its harpy form in all things. It is a fatal, 
inevitable necessity hanging over us. It follows 
us wherever we go : if we fly into the uttermost 
parts of the earth, it is there : whether we turn to 
the right or the left, we cannot escape from it. 
This, it is true, is the disease of philosophy ; but 
it is one to which it is liable in minds of a certain 
cast, after the first ardour of expectation has been 
disabused by ' experience, and the finer feelings 
have received an irrecoverable shock from the 
jarring of the world. 

Happy are they who live in the dream of their 
own existence, and see all things in the light of 
their own minds ; who walk by faith and hope ; to 
whom the guiding star of their youth still shines 
from afar, and into whom the spirit of the world! 
has not entered ! They have not been " hurt by 
the archers," nor has the iron entered their souls. 
They live in the midst of arrows and of death, un- 
conscious of harm. The evil things come not nigh 
them. The shafts of ridicule pass unheeded by. 
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and malice loses its sting. The example of vice 
does not rankle in their breasts, like the poisoned 
shirt of Nessos. Evil impressions fall ofif from 
them like drops of water. The yoke of life is to 
them light and supportable. The world has no 
hold on them. They are in it, not of it ; and a 
dream and a glory is ever around them ! 
1815. 
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ON MEANS AND ENDS. 



It is impossible to have things done without doing 
them. This seems a truism; and yet what is 
more common than to suppose that we shall find 
things done, merely by wishing it ? To put the 
will for the deed is as usual in practice as it is 
contrary to common sense. There is in fact no 
absurdity, no contradiction, of which the will is not 
capable. This is, I think, more remarkable in the 
English than in any other people, in whom (to 
judge by what I discover in myself) the will bears 
great and disproportioned sway. We will a thing : 
we contemplate the end intensely, and think it 
done, neglecting the necessary means to accom- 
plish it. The strong tendency of the mind to- 
wards it, the internal effort it makes to give being 
to the object of its idolatry, seems an adequate 
cause to produce the effect, and in a manner 
identified with it. T^is is more particularly the 
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cdse in ^wiiat relates to the fine arts^ and will 
account for some {^enomena of the natkmal 
(^aracter. The E&gMsli sdbool is distii^siiad 
l^ywhat are cdled ehamckes, rude, violent attempts 
at eiect^ and a total inattention to tlie details &t 
delicacy of fondling. Now this, I &ink, {)roceeds 
not exactly from grossness of percepticm, bat f^om 
the willolness of our dmracter ; onr desire to ha^ 
things our own way, witiioirt any trouble or dis- 
traction of puipose. An c^ect stiikes us : we see 
and feel the whole effect. We wish to produce a 
likeness of it ; but we want to transfer this im- 
pression to the canvas as it is conveyed to us, 
simultaneously and intuitively, that is, to stamp it 
there at a blow, or otherwise we turn away with 
impatience and di^ust, as if the means were an 
obstacle to the end, and every attention to the 
mechanical part of art were a deviation from our 
original purpose. Wo thus deg«a«rate, after re- 
peated failures, into a slovenly style of art ; and 
that which was at first an undisciplined and irre- 
gular impulse becomes a habit, and then a theory. 
It seems strange liiat the love of the end should 
produce aversion to the means — ^but so it is ; nei- 
ther is it altogetiier unnatural. That which we 
Are struck with, which we are enamoured of, is the 
general aj^earance and result ; and it would cer- 
tainly be most desirable to produce the effect in 
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tJie same manner by a mere word or wish, if it 
were possible, without entering into any me-, 
chanical drudgery or minuteness of detail or 
dexterity of execution, which though they are 
essential and component parts of the work, do not 
enter into our thoughts, and form no part of our 
contemplation. We may find it necessary on a 
cool calculation to go through and learn these, but 
in so doing we only submit to necessity, and they 
are still a diversion to and a suspension of our pur- 
pose for the time, at least unless practice gives that 
£Eunlity which almost identifies the two together or 
makes the process an unconscious one. The end 
thus devours up the means, or our eagerness for 
the one, where it is strong and unchecked, is in 
proportion to our impatience of the other. We 
view an object at a distance that excites an incli- 
nation to visit it, which we do after many tedious 
steps and intricate ways ; but if we could fly, we 
should never walk. The mind however has wings 
though the body has not, and it is this that pro- 
duces the contradiction in question. The first and 
strongest imp\ilse of the mind is to produce any 
work at once and by the most energetic means ; 
but as this cannot always be done, we should not 
neglect other more mechanical ones, but that 
delusions of passion overrule the convictions of the 
understanding, and what we strongly wish we 
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fancy to be possible and trae. We are full of the 
effect we intend to produce, and imagine we have 
f reduced it, in spite of the evidence of our senses, 
and the suggestions of our Mends. In fact, after a 
nunber of fruitless efforts and violent throes 
to produce an effect which we passionately long 
for, it seems an ii\justice not to have produced it ; 
if we have not commanded success, we have done 
more, we have deserved it ; we have copied nature 
or Titian in the spirit in which they ought to be 
copied, and we see them before us in our mind's 
eye ; there is the look, the expression, the some- 
thing or other which we chiefly aimed at, and thus 
we persist and make fifty excuses to deceive our- 
selves and confirm our errors, or if the light breaks 
upon us through all the disguises of sophistry and 
self-love, it is so painful that we shut our eyes to it ; 
the greater the mortiflcation the more violent the 
effort to throw it off, and thus we stick to our de- 
termination and end where we began. What makes 
me think that this is the process of our minds, and 
not mere rusticity or want of apprehension is, that 
you will see an English artist admiring and thrown 
into raptures by the tucker of Titian's mistress, 
made up of an infinite number of little folds, but 
if he attempts to copy it, he proceeds to omit 
all these details, and dash it off by a single smear 
of his brush. This is not ignorance, or even 
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laziness, but ^wfaat is called jampi&g at a concla- 
sion. It is, in a word, an overweening purpose. 
fie sees the details, the varieties, and their effioets, 
and he admires them, but he sees them with a 
glance of his eye, and as a wilful man must have 
his way, he would reproduce them by a single dash 
of the pencil The mixing his oolouis, the putting 
in and out, the giving his attention to a minute 
break, or softening in the particular lights and 
shades, is a mechanical and everlasting operation, 
very different from the delight he feels in con- 
templating the effect of all this when properly and 
finely done. Such details are foreign to his re- 
fined taste, and some doubts arise in his mind in 
ihe midst of his gratitude and his raptures, as to 
how Titian cotdd resolve upon the drudgery of 
going through them, and whethM* it was not done 
by extreme facility of hand, and a sort of trick, 
abridging the mechanical labour. No one wrote 
or talked more enthusiastically about Titian's har- 
mony of colouring than the late Mr Bany, yet 
his own colouring was dead and diy, and if he had 
copied a Titian, he would have made it a mere 
Sfdash, leaving out all that caused his wonder or 
admiration, after his English, or rather Irish 
lashion. We not only grudge the labour of begin- 
ning, but we give up, for the same reason, when 
we are near touching the goal of success ; and to 
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save a few last toucbes leave a w<M:k onfiiushed, 
and an objeet unattamed. The immediate process, 
libe daily gradual improvement, the eompletioQ of 
parts giving us no pleasure, we strfldn at ^e whAs 
resalt; we wish to bave it done, and in our amuety 
to have it c^ our hands* say it will do, and li>se 
the benefit (tf aU om? labour by grudgpuiig a little 
pains, and not oommanding a little patience. In 
a day or two, suppose, a e<^y of a fine Titian 
would be as oomplete as we eould make it : the 
prospect of thU so enchants us that we skip the 
intermecUate days, see no great use in going on 
with it, iaoey that we may spoil it, and in order 
to have the job done, take it home with us, when 
we immediately see oar error, and spend the rest 
of our lives in repenting that we did not finish it 
pioperly at the time. We see the whole of nature 
or of a picture at once ; we only do a part : Hino 
ULsB lachff^m^ A Frasidk artist, on the oexitraiy, 
has none ol thia. uneasy, anxious feeling ; of this 
desire to grasp the whole oi his suJ^eet, and anti- 
cipate his good fortune at a blow ; of this masstng 
and concentratizig principle. He takes the thing 
more easily and rationally. Supfkose he under- 
takes to copy a pictore, he looks at it and copies 
it bit by bit. He does not set off headlong withr 
oict knowing where he is going, or plunge h^ all 
sorts of difficulties and absurdities,, from im- 
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patience to begin and thinking that *' no sooner 
said than done," but takes time to consider, l&ya 
his plcms, gets in bis outline and his distances, and 
lays a foundation before he attempts a super- 
structure which he may have to pull to pieces 
again. He looks before he leaps, which is contrary 
to the true blindfold English principle; and I 
should think that we had invented this proverb 
from seeing so many fatal examples of the neglect 
of it. He does not make the picture all black or 
all white, because one part of it is so, and because 
he cannot alter an idea he has once got into his 
head and must always run into extremes, but 
varies from green to red, from orange tawney to 
yellow, from grey to brown, according as they 
vary in the original : he sees no inconsistency or 
forfeiture of a principle in this, but a great deal 
of right reason, and indeed an absolute necessity 
if he wishes to succeed in what he is about This 
is the last thing an Englishman thinks of: he 
only wants to have his own way, though it ends in 
defeat and ruin : he sets about a thing which h& 
has little prospect of accomplishing, and if he 
finds he can do it, ^ves it over and leaves the 
matter short of success, which is too agreeable an 
idea for him to indulge in. The French artist 
proceeds bit by bit. He takes one part, a hand, 
a pece of drapery, a part of the back-ground, and 
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finishes it carefully, then another, and so on to 
the end. He does not, from a childish impatience, 
when he is near the conclusion, destroy the effect 
of the whole hy leaving some one part eminently 
defective, nor fly from what he is about to some- 
thing else that catches his eye, neglecting the one 
and spoiling the other. He is constrained by 
mastery, by the mastery of common sense and 
pleasurable feeling. He is in no huny to finish, 
for he has a satisfaction in the work, and touches 
and retouches, perhaps a single head, day after 
day and week after week, without repining, un- 
easiness, or apparent progress. The very light- 
ness and indifference of his feelings renders, 
him patient and laborious : an Englishman, what- 
ever he is about or undertakes, is as if he 
was carrying a heavy load that oppresses both 
his body and mind, and which he is anxious to 
throw down. A Frenchman^ hopes or fears are 
not excited to that pitch of intolerable agony 
that compels him, in mere compassion to himself, 
to bring the question to a speedy issue, even to 
the loss of his object ; he is calm, easy, and in- 
different, and can take his time and make the 
most of his advantages with impunity. Pleased 
with himself, he is pleased with whatever occupies 
his attention nearly aUke. It is the same to him 
whether he paints an angel or a joint-stool ; it isr 
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the same to him whether it is landscape or history ; 
it is he who paints it, that is sufficient* Nothing 
puts him out of conceit with his woxk, for nothing 
puts him out of conceit with himself. This self- 
complacency produces admirable patience and do- 
cility in certain particulars, besides eharity and 
toleration towards others. I remember a ludicrous 
instance of this deliberate process, m a young 
French artistw ho was copying the ' Titian's Mis- 
tress ' in the Louvre, some twenty years aga. After 
getting it in chalk-lines, one would think he would 
have been attracted to the face, that heaven of 
beauty which makes a sunshine in the shady place, 
or to some part of the poetry of the picture ; in- 
stead of which he began to finish a square he had 
marked out in the right-hand comer of the picture^ 
He set to work like a cabinet-maker ob an engraver* 
and seemed to hare no s^fmpatby with the soul of 
the picture. Indeed^ to a Frenchman there is no 
distinction between the great and the little, the 
pleasurable and the painful ; the utmost he arrives 
at a conception of is the indifferent and the li^t» 
Another young man, at the timie I speak of, waa 
for eleven weeks (I think it was) daily em^oyed 
in making a black4ead pencil drawing of a small 
Leonardo ; he sat cross-le^ed on «k rail to do it, 
kept lus hat on, rose up, went to the fire to warm 
himself, talked constantly of the excellence of the 
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dffierent masters — Titian for colour, Raphael for 
expression, Poussin for composition— afl being 
alike to him provided there was a word to express 
it, for aH he "flwught about was bis own haiangue ; 
and, having consulted some friend on Ms progress, 
he returned to *perfectionate,* as he called it, his 
copy. This would drive an Enghshmaa mad or 
stupid. The perseverance and the indifference, 
the labour without impulse, the attention to the 
parts in succession, and disregard of the whole to- 
gether, are to him absolutely inconceivable. A 
Frenchman only exists in his present sensations, 
and provided he is left free to these as they arise, 
he cares aibout nothing farther, looking neither 
backward nor forward. With ail this affectation 
and artifice, there is on this account a kind of 
simplicity and nature about them after all. They 
lend themselves to the impression before them vdth 
good humour and good will, making it neitiier 
better nor vr&rae than it is. The Engli^ overdo 
or underdo eveiything, and are either dnmk or in 
despair. I do not speak of aU Frenchmen or of 
all Englishmen, but of the most characteristic 
specimens off each class. The extreme sbwness 
and methodical regularity of the French has arisen 
out of this indifference and even frivolity (their 
usually supposed natural character), for owing to 
it their laborious minuteness costs tiiem nothing ; 
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they have no strong impulses or ardent longiogs 
that urge them to the violation of rules, or huriy 
them away with a subject and with the interest 
belonging to it. Eveiy thing is matter of calcu- 
lation, and measured beforehand in order to assist 
their fluttering and their feebleness. When they 
get beyond the Hteral and the formal, and attempt 
the impressive and the grand, as in David*s and 
Girardot's pictures, defend us from sublimity 
heaped on insipidity and petit-maitreism ! You 
see a Frenchman in the Louvre copying tlie 
finest pictures, standing on one leg, with his hat 
on ; or after copying a Eaphael, thinking David 
much finer, more truly one of themselves, more a 
combination of the Greek sculptor and the French 
posture-master. Even if a French artist fails, he 
is not disconcerted; there is something else he 
excels in : if he cannot paint, he can dance ! If 
an Englishman, save the mark! £Gdls in any* 
thing, he thinks he can do nothing ; enraged at 
the mention of his abOity to do any thing else, and 
at any consolation offered to him, he banishes all 
other thought but of his disappointment, and dis- 
carding hope from his breast, neither eats nor 
sleeps (it is well if he does not cut his throat), vnll 
not attend to any other thing in which he before 
took an interest and pride, and is in despair till 
he recovers his good opinion of himself in the 
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point in which he has been disgraced, though, 
from his very anxiety and disorder of mind, he 
is incapaoitated from applying to the only means of 
doing so, as much as if he were drunk with liquor 
instead of with pride and passion. The character I 
have here drawn of an Englishman I am clear 
about, for it is the character of myself, and, I am 
sorry to add, no exaggerated one. As my object 
is to paint the yarieties of human nature, and, as 
I can have it best from myself, I will confess a 
weakness. I lately tried to copy a Titian (after 
many years* want of practice), in order to give a 
friend in England some idea of the picture. I 
floundered on for several days, but foiled, as 
might be expected. My sky became overcast. 
Every thing seemed of the colour of the paint I 
used. Nature was one great daub. I had no 
feeling left but a sense of want of power, and of 
an abortive struggle to do what I could not do. 
I was ashamed of being seen to look at the picture 
with admiration, as if I had no right to do so. I 
was ashamed even to have written or spoken about 
the picture, or about art at all : it seemed a piec^ 
of presumption or affectation in me, whose whole 
notions and refinements on the subject ended in 
an inexcusable daub. Why did I think of at- 
tempting such a thing heedlessly, of exposing my 
presumption and iucapaoity ? It was blotting from 
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my memory, coyering with a dads yeil, all that I 
remembered o£ those pictare& formerly, my hopes 
when young, my regrets since ; — it was wresting 
from me one of the consolations of my life and of 

my deeLining yeaza I waa even a&aid tx> walk 
out by the barrier of Neuilly, or to recall to memory 
that I had ever seen the picture ; all was. turned 
to bitterness and gall : to feel any thing but a 
8ens9 of my own helplessness and. absurdity seemed 
a want <^ sincerity, a mockeiy and a piece of in- 
justice. The only comfort I had was in the excess 
of pain I felt : this was at leasEt some distinction : 
I wa» not insensible on that side. No Frenchman* 
I thought, would regret the not copying a Titiaa 
so much aa I did, or so &r show the same value 
for it. Besides,. I had copied this identical pictuise 
very well formerly. If ever I got oul^ of this 
scrape, I had received a lesson, at least, not to run 
the same risk of gratuitous vexation again, or even 
to attunpt what was uncertain and unnecessaxy. 

' It istiie same in love and in liteisature. A xaaa 
makea leve without thinking, of the eluuioea of 
success, his own disabilities, or the character of 
hie mifilxoBS ; tiuub ia^ nithont eonoacsting means 
wdthtends^ and. coasuKang only hia owa williand 
passion. The author sets aboot watisg history, 
with the^Ml intentioii o£ leadsrkig aU dooumenta, 
dates, and ftatft^aecondaiy. tohia own. epuiion and 
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will. In bBBanes» it is not flltogettier the same ; 
for intei^est acts obiiously as a counterpoise to 
caprioe and will, and is die moTii^ principle ; nor 
is it 60 in war, fer liien tke ^irit of contradiction 
does everytfaongv and an Englishman wiU go to ^e 
devil radier fiian give up to any odds. Courage is 
pure will wilihout regard to consequences, and this 
the English hate in perfection. Again, poetry is 
our element, for the essence of poetry Is will and 
passion. The Frendi poetry is detail and ver- 
biage. I have thus shown why the English fail, 
as a people, in tSie Fme Arts, namely, because 
with them the end absorbs the means. I have 
mentioned Barry as an individual instance. No 
man spoke or wrote with more ^usto about paint- 
ing, and yet no one painted with less. His pictures 
were dry aoid coarse, and wanted aH that his 
description «f those of others contained. For in- 
stance, he speaks of the dtdl, dead^ watery look 
in the Medusa's head of Leonardo, whieh conveys 
a perfect idea of it: if he had copied it, you 
would never have inspected anything of the kmd. 
Again, he has, I believe, some^ere spoken of the 
uneasy effect of the tucker of the * Titian's Mistress,' 
.Irarsting with the full treasures it contains. What 
a daub he would have made of it ! He is like a 
person admiring the grace of a fine rope-dancer ; 
placed on the rope himself his head turns, and he 
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falls ; or like a man admiring fine horsemanship ; 
set him upon a horse» and he tumhles over on the 
other side. Why was this ? His mind was essen- 
tially ardent and discursive, not sensitive or observ- 
ing ; and though the immediate object acted as a 
stimulus to his imagination, it was only as it does 
to a poet's, that is, as a link in the chain of associa- 
tion, as suggesting other strong feelings and ideas, 
and not for its intrinsic beauty or hidden details. 
He had not the painter's eye though he had the 
painter's knowledge. There is as great a differ- 
ence in this respect as between the telescope and 
microscope. People in general see objects only to 
distinguish them in practice and byname ; to know 
that a hat is a hat, that a chair is not a table, that 
John is not William ; and there are painters 
(particularly of history) in England who look no 
farther. They cannot finish any thing, or go over 
a head twice ; the first view is all they would arrive 
at ; nor can they reduce their impressions to their 
component parts without losing the spirit The 
effect of this is grossness and want of force ; for in 
reality the component parts cannot be separated 
from the whole. Such people have no pleasure in 
the exercise of their art as such : it is all to asto- 
nish or to get money that they foUow it ; or if they 
are thrown out of it, they regret it only as a bank- 
rupt does a business which was a livelihood to him. 
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Barry did not live like Titian in the taste of co- 
lours ; they were not a pabulum to his sense ; he 
^d not hold green, blue, red, and yellow as the 
precious darlings of his eye. They did not there- 
fore sink into his mind, or nourish and enrich it 
with the sense of beauty, though he knew enough of 
them to furnish hints and topics of discourse. If he 
liad had the most beautiful object in nature before 
him in his painting-room in the Adelphi, he would 
have neglected it, after a moment's burst of admi- 
Tation, to talk of his last composition, or to scrawl 
«ome new and vast design. Art was nothing to 
him, or if anything, merely a stalking-horse to 
his ambition and display of intellectual power in 
general, and therefore he neglected it to daub huge 
allegories, or cabal with the Academy, where the 
violence of his will or the extent of his views found 
ample scope. As a painter he was valuable merely 
as a draughtsman, in that part of the art which 
may be reduced to lines and precepts, or positive 
measurement. There is neither colour, nor ex- 
pression, nor delicacy, nor beauty, in his works. 
1827. 
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ESSAY IX. 

MATTER AND MANNER. 



Nothing can frequently be more Btriking than the 
difference of style or manner, where the niaUer re- 
mains the same, as in paisphxasesand translations. 
The most remazkaUe example which occurs to us 
is in the beginning of the * Flower and Leaf,* by 
Chaucer, and in the modernization of the same 
passage by Dryden. We shall give an extract 
from both, that the reader may judge for hinlself. 
The original runs thus : — 

And I that all this pleasaimt sight see, 
f hough flodsinly I felt so sweet an tote 
Of the eglentere, that certdnely 
There is no herte I deme in such dispaize, 
Ne with thoughts froward and contraire 
So orerlaid, but ifc should soone haye bote, 
If it had once felt this sayour sote. 

And as I stood and cast aside mine eie, 
I was ware of the fairest medler tree 
That eyer yet in all my life I see^ 
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As full of blouomes as it might be. 
Therein a goldfmch leaping pretile 
Fro* bough to bough, and as him list he eet 
Here and there of buds and flourea sweet. 

And to the herber 8id« was jo^iitiig 
This fftbe tiee of which X have joo told. 
And at the last the bird began to taaig, 
When he had eaten what he eat wold. 
So passing sweetly, that by manifold 
It was more pleasaunt than I could devise ; 
And when his song was ended in this wise, 

The nightingale with, so meny a note 
. Answered him, that all the wood rang 

So BedAinly^ that as it were a sote, 
^I stood astonied, so was I with the sang 
Thoiow raTished, that till late and lang, 
I ne wist in what place I was, ne where. 
And aye me thought she sang even by mine ear. 

Wherefore I waited about busily 
On every side, if I her might see. 
And at the last I gan full well espie 
Where she sat in a fresh green laurer tree. 
On the further side eyen right by me, 
That gaTe sp paasiog a delicious smell, 
Aiecording to the eglentece full well. 

Wheie<^ I had so inly ginat pleasure ; 
That as me thought I surely ravished was 
Izubo Paradise,^ where my desire 
Was for to be and no further passe, 
As for that day, and on the sote grasse 
I sat me downs, for as for mine intent. 
The birdes^ song waft mor» eonYenient, 
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And moTB pleasaunt to me hj manifold. 
Than meat or drinke, or any other thing, 
Thereto the herber was so fresh and cold. 
The wholesome sarours eke so comforting, 
That as I. deemed, with the beginning 
Of the world, was nerer seene or then 
So pleasaunt a ground of none earthly man. 

And as I sat the birdes barkening thus, 
Methought that I heard roices sodainly. 
The most sweetest and most delicious 
That erer any wight I trow truly 
Heard in their life ; for the harmony 
And sweet accord was in so good musike. 
That the Toice to angels most was like." 

In this passage the poet has let loose the very 
soul of pleasure. There is a spirit of enjoyment in 
it, of which there seems no end. It is the intense 
delight which accompanies tlie description of every 
ohject, the fund of natural sensibility it displays, 
which constitutes its whole essence and beauty. 
Now this is shown chiefly in the manner in which 
the different objects are anticipated, and the eager 
welcome which is given to them ; in his repeating 
and varying the circumstances with a restless de* 
light ; in his quitting the subject for a moment, 
and then returning to it again, as if he could never 
have his fill of enjoyment. There is little of this 
in Dryden s paraphrase. The same ideas are intro- 
duced, but not in the same manner, nor with the 
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same spirit. The imagination of the poet is not 
home along mth the tide of pleasure— -the verse is 
not poured out, like tiie natural strains it descrihes, 
from pure delight, hut according to rule and mea- 
sure. Instead of heing ahsorhed in his suhject, he 
is dissatisfied with it, tries to give an air of dignity 
to it hj factitious ornaments, to amuse the reader 
hj ingenious allusions, and divert his attention from 
the progress of the story hy the artifices of the 
style. 

" The painted birds, companions of the spring. 
Hopping from spray to spray, were heard to sing; 
Both eyes and ears received a like delight, 
Enchanting music, and a charming sight : 
On Philomel I fixed my whole desire. 
And listened for the queen of all the quire. 
Fain would I hear her heayenly yoice to sing, 
And wanted yet an omen to the spring. 
Thus as I mus'd, I cast aside my eye 
And saw a medlar tree was planted nigh : 
The spreading branches made a goodly show. 
And full of opening blooms was erery bough : 
A goldfinch there I saw with gaudy pride 
Of painted plumes, that hopped from side to side. 
Still pecking as she pass'd ; and still she drew 
The sweets from eyery flower, and suck'd the dew ; 
Sufficed at length, she warbled in her throat. 
And tun*d her yoice to many a me'ny note, 
But indistinct, and neither sweet nor clear. 
Yet such as sooth'd my soul, and pleased my ear. 
Her short performance was no sooner tried, 

G 
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Whea ike I touglLt, ih^ xughtingale, rieplied : 

So iweett BO ahiiU, bo TanouBlj she mmgi 

That the groye echo*d, and the Tallies rang : 

And I BO layiflh'd with her heayenlj note, 

I Btood intrane'di and had no room for thought ; 

Baft all o'erpower*d with ecitacj of bliBB, 

WtB in » pleaaing dream ef pamdiM : 

At length I wak*d; and looking round the bowo^ 

Search*d eyeiy tree, and pry'd on eveiy flower, 

If any where by chance I might espy 

The rural poet of the melody : 

For still methought she sung not far away ; 

At last I found her on a laurel spray. 

Close by my ^ide she sat, and fair in sight 

Pull in a line, against her opposite ; 

Where stood with eglantine the lauret iwin'd ; 

And both their natire sweets were well conjoin'd« 

On the green bank I sat, and listened long ; 

(Sitting was more conyenient for the song) 

Nor till her lay was ended could I moye. 

But wish'd to dwell for eyer in the groye. 

Only methought the time too swiftly passM, 

And eyeiy note I fear*d would be the last. 

My sigiht, and smell, and hearing were employed, 

And all three senses in full gust enjoy'd. 

And what alone did all the rest surpas8» 

The sweet possession of the faiiy place ; 

Single, and consdous to myself alone 

Of pleasures to th* excluded world unknown : 

Pleasures which no where else were to be found. 

And all Klysium in a spot of ground. 

Thus while I sat, intent to see and hear. 

And drew perfumes of more than yital air, 



y Google 



KATTBR Aim MANNER. 163 



All ttiddeiily I heard tV approadiing found 
Of Tocal nranc^ on th' enclianted ground : 
An host of saints it seem'd, so full the quire> 
As if the blest aboye did all conspire 
To join their yoices, and neglect the lyre/ 



} 



Compared mth Cliauoer, Diyden^ and the rest 
of that school were merely verbal poets. They had 
a great deal of wit, sense, and hucj ; they only 
wanted truth and depth of feeling. But I shall 
have to say more on this subject, when I come to 
consider the old question which I have got marked 
down in my list, whether Pope was a Poet. 

Lord Chesterfield's character of the Duke of Marl- 
borough, is a good illustration of his general theoiy : 
•!— He says, ** Of all the men I ever knew in my 
life (and I knew him extremely well) the late Duke 
of Marlborough possessed the graces in the highest 
degree, not to say engrossed them ; for I will ven- 
ture (contrary to the custom of profound historians, 
who always assign deep causes for great events) to 
ascribe the better half of the Duke of Marlborough's 
greatness and riches to those graces. He was emi- 
nently illiterate: wrote bad English, and spelt it 
worsOr He had no share of what is commonly 
called parts : that is, no brightness, nothing shin- 
ing in his genius. He had most undoubtedly an 
excellent good plain understanding with sound 
judgment. But these alone would probably have 
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raised him bat something higher than they foand 
him, which was page to King James II's Queen. 
There the graces protected and promoted him ; for 
while he was Ensign of the Guards, the Duchess 
of Cleveland, then fevourite mistress of Charles II, 
struck by these very graces, gave him five thousand 
pounds; with which he immediately bought an 
annuity of five hundred pounds a year, which was 
the foundation of his subsequent fortune. His 
figure was beautiful, but his manner was irresist- 
ible by either man or woman. It was by tbis 
engaging, graceful nmnner, that he was enabled 
during all his wars to connect the various and jar- 
ring powers of the grand alliance, and to carry 
them on to the main object of the war, notwith- 
standing their private and separate views, jealou- 
sies, and wrong headedness. Whatever court he 
went to (and he was often obliged to go himself to 
some resly and refractory ones) he as constantly 
prevailed, and brought them into his measures." 

Grace in women has often more effect than 
beauty. We sometimes see a certain fine self- 
possession, an habitual voluptuousness of charac- 
ter, which reposes on its own sensations, and 
derives pleasure fix)m all around it, that is more 
irresistible than any other attraction. There is an 
air of languid enjoyment in such persons, ** in their 
eyes, in their arms, and their hands, and their 
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face," which robs us of ourselves, and draws us by 
a secret sympathy towards theixL Their minds 
are a shrine where pleasure reposes. Their smile 
diffuses a sensation like the breath of springs 
Petrarch's description of Laura answers exactly 
to this character, which is indeed the Italian cha 
racter. Titian's pictures are full of it : they seem 
sustained by sentiment, or as if the persons whom 
he painted sat to music. There is one in the 
Louvre (or there was) which had the most of this 
expression I ever remember. It did not look 
downward; **it looked forward beyond this world.'* 
It was a look that never passed away, but remained 
unalterable as the deep sentiment which gave birth 
to it. It is the same constitutional character 
(together with infinite activity of mind) which has 
enabled the greatest man in modem history to bear 
his reverses of fortune with gay magnanimity, and 
to submit to the loss of the empire of the world 
with as little discomposure as if he had been play- 
ing a game at chess. 

After all, I would not be understood to say 
that manner is everything,* Nor would I put 

* Sheer impudence anewera almost the same purpose. — 
'* Those impenetrable whiskers hate confronted flames." 
Many peraons, by looking big and talking loud, make their 
way through the world without any one good quality. I 
have here said nothing of mere personal qualifications, 
which are another set-off against sterling merit. Fielding 
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Euclid or Sir Isaa« Ne^vton on a level mth the 
first peHt-mattre vre might happen to meet. I 
consider * ^sop*8 Fables' to have been a gi^ter 
Hfork of genios than Fontaine's translation of 
tiiem ; though I am not sure that I shotdd not 
prefer Fontaine, for his style only, to Gay, who 
has shown a great deal of original invention. 

was of opinion, that '* the more Bolld pretensionB of yirtue 
and understanding yaniflh before perfect beantj." — *' A cer- 
tain lady of a manor,** (Bayi Don Quixote in defence of 
his attachment to Z>dbiiiMii which however was quite of th« 
Platonic kind), ** had cast the eyes of afiection on a certain 
squat, brawny lay-brother of a neighbouring monastery/ to 
whom she was larish of her favours. The head of the 
•rder remonstrated with her on this preference shown ta 
one whom he represented as a very low, ignorant fellow, 
ani^ set forth the superior pretensions of himself, and hia 
mote learned brethren. The lady haying heard him to aa 
end, made answer }— All that you have said may be very 
true ; but know that in those points which I admire, Bro- 
ther Chrysostom is as great a philosopher, nay greater than 
Aristotle himself ! "—So the Wife of Bath .— 

** To church was mine husband borne on the morrow 
With neighbours that for him madden soxrow, 
And Jenkin our derk was one of the : 
As help me God, when that I saw him go 
After the bier, methought he had a pair 
Of legs and feet, so cl«an and fiur, 
That all my heart I gave unto his hold/' 
** All which, though we most potently believe, yet we 
hold it not honesty to have it thus set down.** 
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The elegant manners of people of fashion have 
been objected to me to show the frivolity of exter- 
nal accomplishments, and the facility with which 
they are acquired. As to the last point, I demm^ 
There are no class of people who lead so laborious 
a life, or who take more pains to cultiyate their 
minds as well as persons, than people of fashion. 
A young lady of quality who has to devote so many 
hours a day to music, so many to dancing, so many 
to drawing, so many to French, Italian, &c., cer- 
tainly does not pass her time in idleness ; and 
these accomplishments are afterwards called into 
a/[^on by every kind of external or mental stimulus, 
by the excitements of pleasure, vanity, and inter- 
est. A Ministerial or Opposition Lord goes through 
more drudgery than half a dozen literaiy hacks; 
nor does a reviewer by profession read half the 
same number of publications as a modem fine lady 
is obliged to labour through. I confess, how- 
ever, I am not a competent judge of the degree of 
elegance or refinement implied in the genend tone 
of fsfihionable manners. The successful experi- 
ment made by ' Peregrine Pickle,' in introducing 
his strolling mistress into genteel company, does 
not redound greatly to their credit 
1811^. 
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ON CONSISTENCY OF OPINION, 



** ■ Serretar ad imam 

Qaalii ab mcepta prooesserit, et nbi oonstet.*' 

Many people boast of being masters in their own 
bouse. I pretend to be master of my own mind. 
I should be sorry to have an ejectment served upon 
me for an j notions I may choose to entertain there. 
Within that little circle I would fain be an abso- 
lute monarch. I do not profess the spirit of mar- 
tyrdom ; I have no ambition to march to the stake 
or up to a masked battery, in defence of an hypo- 
thesis : I do not court the rack : I do not wish to 
be flayed alive for afiGirming that two and two make 
four, or any other intricate proposition : I am shy 
of bodily pains and penalties, which some are fond 
of, imprisonment, fine, banishment, confiscation of 
goods : but if I do not prefer the independence of 
my mind to that of my body, I at least prefer it to 
everything else. I would avoid the arm of power^ 



y Google 



ON G0N8ISTBNGY OF OPINION. 169 

as I would escape from the &ngs of a wild beast : 
but as to the opinion of the world, I see nothing 
formidable in it. ** It is the eye of childhood that 
fears a painted devil." I am not to be brow-beat 
or wheedled out of any of my settled convictions. 
Opinion to opinion, I will face any man. Preju* 
dice, fashion, the cant of the moment, go for 
nothing ; and as for the reason of the thing, it can 
only be supposed to rest with me or another, in 
proportion to the pains we have taken to ascertain 
it. Where the pursuit of truth has been the habi- 
tual study of any man*s life, the love of truth will 
be his ruling passion. <* Where the .treasure is, 
there the heart is also." Every one is most tena- 
cious of that to which he owes his distinction from 
others. Kings love power, misers gold, women 
flattery, poets reputation — and philosophers truth, 
when they can find it. They are right in cherish- 
ing the only privilege they inherit. K " to be wise 
were to be obstinate," I might set up for as great 
a philosopher as the best of them ; for some of my 
conclusions are as fixed and as incorrigible to pioof 
as need be. I am attached to them in consequence 
of the pains, and anxiety, and the waste of time 
they have cost me. In fact, I should not well 
know what to do without them at this time of day ; 
nor how to get others to supply their place. I 
would quarrel with the best friend I have sooner 
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tinn acknowledge the absolute ri^t of the Bour- 
bons. I see Mr — seldomer than I did, bo- 
eause I cannot agree ^th him about the 'Oatak^gue- 
Baisonn^.' I remember once saying to this gen- 
tleman, a great while ago, that I did not seem to 
hare altered any of my ideas since I was sixteen 
years old. ""Why then," said he, "you are no 
wiser now than you were then ! " I might make^ 
the same confession, and the same retort would 
apply still. Coleridge used to tell me, that this 
pertinacity was owing to a want of sympathy with 
others. What he calls Bympathising wUh others is 
their admiring him, and it must be admitted that 
he Taries his battery pretty often, in order to accom- 
modate himself to this sort of mutual understand- 
ing. But I do not agree in what he says of me. 
On the other hand, I think that it is my sympa- 
tfaismg beforehand with the different Tiews and 
frelings that may be entertained on a subject, that 
preyents me retracting my judgment, and flinging 
myself into the contrary extreme qftemMtrde, If 
yon proscribe all opinion opposite to your own, and 
impertinently exclude all the evidence that does 
not make for yon, it stares you in the face widi 
loable feroe when it breaks in unexpectedly upon 
you, or if at any subsequent period it happens to 
suit your interest or oonYenience to listen to objec- 
tions which vanity or prudence had hitherto orer- 
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iooked. But if you axe aware from the first 
suggestion of a subject, either by subtlety or tact 
or close attention, of the full force of what others 
possibly feel and think of it» you are not exposed to 
the same vacillation of opLoion. The number of 
grains aad scruples, of doubts and difi&cultie8» 
thrown into the scale while the balance is yet un- 
decided, add to the weight and steadiness of the 
determination. He who anticipates his opponent's 
arguments, confirms while he corrects his own 
reasonings. When a question has been carefolly 
examined in all its bearings, and a principle is 
once established, it is not liable to be overthrown 
by any new &ctB which have been arbitrarily and 
petolantly set aside, nor by every wind of idle 
doctrine rushing into the interstices of a hollow 
speculation, shattering it in pieces, and leaving it 
a mockery and a bye-word ; like those tall, gawky, 
staring, pyramidal erections which are seen scat- 
tered over different parts of the country, and are 
called the FoUm of difierent gentlemen I A man 
may be confident in maintaining a side, as ha has 
been cautious in choosing iU If after making up 
his mind strongly in one way, to the best of his 
capacity and judgment, he feels himself inclined to 
a very violent revulsion of sentiment, he may gene> 
rally rest assured that the change is in himself and 
Ilia motives, not in the reason of things. 
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I cannot say that, from my own experience, I 
have found that the persons most remarkable for 
sudden and violent changes of principle have been 
cast in the softest or most susceptible mould. All 
their notions have been exclusive, bigoted, and 
intolerant. Their want of consistency and mode- 
ration has been in exact proportion to their want of 
candour and comprehensiveness of mind. Instead 
of being the creatures of sympathy, open to con- 
viction, unwilling to give offence by the smallest 
difference of sentiment, they have (for the most 
part) been made up of mere antipathies— a very 
repulsive sort of personages — at odds with them- 
selves, and with everybody else. The slendemess 
of their pretensions to philosophical inquiry has 
been accompanied with the most presumptuous 
dogmatism. They have been persons of that nar- 
rowness of view and headstrong self-sufficiency of 
purpose, that they could see only one side of a 
question at a time, and whichever they pleased. 
There is a story somewhere in * Don Quixote,* of 
two champions coming to a shield hung up against 
a tree with an inscription written on each side of 
it. Each of them maintained, that the words were 
what was written on the side next him, and never 
dreamt, till the fray was over, that they might be 
different on the opposite side of the shield. It 
would have been a little more extraordinary if th& 
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combatants had changed sides in the heat of the 
scuffle, and stoutly denied that there vtere any such 
words on the opposite side as they had before been 
bent on sacrificing their lives to proye were the 
only ones it contained. Yet such is the yery situa- 
tion of some of our modem polemics. They haye 
been of all sides of the question, and yet they can- 
not conceiye how an honest man can be of any 
but one — ^that which they hold at present. It 
seems that they are afraid to look their old opinions 
in the face, lest they should be fascinated by them 
once more. They banish all doubts of their own 
sincerity by inyeighing against the motiyes of their 
antagonists. There is no salvation out of the pale 
of their strange inconsistency. They reduce com- 
mon sense and probity to the straitest possible 
limits — the breasts of themselves and their pa- 
trons. They are like people out at sea on a very 
narrow plank, who try to push every body else off. 
Is it that they have so little faith in the cause to 
which they have become such staunch converts, as 
to suppose that, should they allow a grain of sense 
to their old allies and new antagonists, they will 
have more than they? Is it that they have so 
little consciousness of their own disinterestedness, 
that they feel if they allow a particle of honesty to 
ihose who now differ with them, they will have 
more than they ? Those opinions must needs be 
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of a Teiy fra|ple texture which mil not stand iho 
shock ci the least acknowledged opposition, and 
which lay claim to respectability by stigmatizing 
all who do not hold them as ^* sots, and knavcB, 
and cowards/* There is a want of well-balanced 
feeling in eveiy such instance of extravagant versar 
tility ; a something crude, unripe, and harsh, that 
does not hit a judicious palate, but sets the teetb 
on edge to think of. "I had rather hear my 
mother's cat mew, or a wheels giate on the axle- 
tree, than one of these same metre-ballad-mongers'* 
ehannt his incondite retrograde lays without rhyme 
and without reason. 

The principles and professions change : the man 
remains the same. There is the same spirit at the 
bottom of all this pragmatical fickleness and viru- 
lence, whether it runs into one extreme or another: 
«*to wit, a confinement of view, a jealousy of others, 
an impatience of contradiction, a want of liberality 
in construing the motives of others, either from 
monkish pedantzy, or a conceited overweening 
reference of everything to our own fancies and 
feelings. There is something to be said, indeed, 
for the nature of the political machinery, for the 
whirling motion of the revolutionary wheel which 
has of lato wrenched men's understandings almoat 
asunder, and *' amazed the veiy fietculties of eyes 
and ears ; " but still this is hardly a sufficient rea- 
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son, why tbe adept in the old as well as the new 
fidiool should take such a prodigious latitude him- 
self, while at the same time he makes so little 
allowance for others. His whole creed need not 
be turned topsy-turvy, from the top to the bottom, 
eyen in times like these. He need not, in the 
rage of party spirit, discard the proper attributes of 
humanity, the common dictates of reason. He 
need not outrage eyeiy former feeling, nor trample 
on every customary decency, in his zeal for reform, 
<tf in his greater zeal against it. If his mind, like 
his body, has undergone a total change of essence, 
and purged off the taint of all its early opinions, 
he need not carry about with him, or be haunted in 
the persons of others with, the phantoms of his 
altered principles to loath and execrate them. He 
need not (as it were) pass an act of attainder on 
aQ his thoughts, hopes, wishes, from youth upwards, 
to offer them at the shrine of matured servility : 
he need not become one vile antithesis, a living 
and ignominious satire on himself. 

A genUeman went to live, some jt«^ ago, in a 
remote part of the countiy, and as he did not wish 
to affect singularity he used to hare two candles on 
his table of an evening. A romantic acquaintance 
of his in the neighbourhood, smit with the love of 
simplicity and equaiily, used to come in, and with- 
out ceremony snuff one of them out, saying, it was 
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a Bhame to indulge in such extiayagance, ^hile 
many poor cottagers bad not even a rush*light to 
see to do their eyening^s work by. This might be 
about the year 1802, and was passed over as among 
the ordinary occurrences of the day. In 1816 (oh! 
fearful lapse of time, pregnant with strange muta- 
bility), the same enthusiastic lover of economy, and 
hater of luxury, asked his thoughtless friend to 
dine with him in company with a certain lord, and 
to lend him his man servant to wait at table ; and 
just before they were sitting down to dinner, he 
heard him say to the servant in a sonorous whisper 
— " and be sure you don't forget to have six candles 
on the table ! " Extremes meet. "Die event here 
was as true to itself as the oscillation of the pendu- 
lum. My informant, who understands moral equa- 
tions, had looked for this reaction, and noted it 
down as characteristic. The impertinence in the 
first instance was the cue to the ostentatious ser- 
vilitj in the second. The one was the fulfilment 
of the other, like the type and anti-type of a pro- 
phecy. No — the keeping of the character at the 
end of fourteen years was as unique as the keeping 
of the thought to the end of the fourteen lines of a 
Sonnet! — ^Would it sound strange if I were to 
whisper it in the reader's ear, that it was the same 
person who was thus anxious to see six candles on 
the table to receive a lord, who once (in ages past) 
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sa^d to me, that ** he saw nothing to admire in the 
eloquence of such men as Mansfield and Chatham; 
and what did it all end in, but their being made 
Lords ?" It is better to be a lord than a lacquey 
to a lord ! So we see that the swelling pride and 
preposterous self-opinion which exalts itself aboye 
the mightiest, looking down upon, and braying the 
boasted pretensions of the highest rank and the 
most brilliant talents as nothing, compared with 
its own conscious powers and silent unmoyed self- 
respect, groyels and licks the dust before titled 
wealth, like a lacquered slaye, the moment it can 
get wages and a liyeiy ! Would Milton or Maryel 
have done thus ? 

Mr Coleridge, indeed, sets down this outrageous 
want of keeping to an excess of sympathy, and 
there is, after all, some truth in his suggestion. 
There is a craying after the approbation and con- 
cuirence of others natural to the mind of man. It 
is difficult to sustain the weight of an opinion singly 
for any length of way. The intellect languishes 
without cordial encoiuagement and support. It 
exhausts both strength and patience to be always 
striving against the stream. Contra audentiar ito 
— ^is the motto but of few. Public opinion is 
always pressing upon the mind, and, like the air 
we breathe, acts imseen, unfelt. It supplies the 
living current of our thoughts, and infects without 
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OUT Imowledge. It taints the blood, and is takon 
into the smallest pores. The most sai^uine eon- 
stitutions are, perhaps, the most exposed to its 
influence. But public opinion has its source in 
power, in popular prejudice, and is not always in 
accord with right reason, or a high and abstracted 
imagination. Which path to follow where the two 
roads part? The heroic and romantic resolution 
prevails at first in high and heroic tempers. Tbffj 
think to scale the heights of truth and virtue at 
once with him " whose genius had angelic wings, 
and fed on manna," — ^but after a time find them- 
selves baffled, toiling on in an uphill road, without 
friends, in a cold neighbourhood, without aider 
prospect of success. The poet 

'* Like a wonn goes hj the way." 

He hears murmurs loud or suppressed, meets blank 
looks or scowling faces, is exposed to the pelting of 
the pitiless press, and is stunned by the shout of 
ibe mob, that gather round him to see what sort of 
A creature a poet and a philosopher is. What is 
there to make him proof against all this? A 
Btrength of understanding steeled against tempta- 
tion, and a dear love of truth that smiles opimon 
to soom. These he periiaps has not A lord 
passes in his coach. Might he not get up, and 
ride out of the reach of the rabble-rout? He is 
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intited to stop dizmer. If he stays ho might insi* 
noiite some wholesome tratbs. He drinks in rank 
poison— flatteiy ! He recites some verses to the 
ladies, who smile deUdous praise, and thank him 
through their tears. The master of the house sug- 
gests a happy allusion in the turn of an expression. 
''There's sympathy.*' This is hotter than the 
company he lately left. Pictures^ statues meet his 
raptured eye. Our Ulysses finds himself in the 
gardens of Alcinous : our truant ia fairly caught. 
He wanders through enchanted ground. Groves, 
classic groves nod unto him, and he hears *' ances- 
tral voices" hailing him as hrother-bard 1 He 
sleeps, dreams, and wakes, cured of his thriftless 
prejudices and morose philanthropy. He likes 
this courtly and popular sympathy hotter. '* He 
looks up with awe to kings ; with honour to nobi- 
lity ; with reverence to magistrates," &c. He no 
longer breathes the air of heaven and his own 
thoughts, but is steeped in that of palaces and 
courts, and finds it agree better with his constitu- 
tional temperament Oh! how sympathy alters a 
man from what he was ! 

'* I've heard of heaarts mildiid, 
Ejnd deeds wilb oold reiunung ; 
Alas ! ihe gratitude of znan 
Has oftener set me mourDing." 

A spirit of contradiction, a wish to monopdise 
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all wisdom, will not account for uniform consis- 
tency, for it is sure to defeat and turn against 
itself. It is " every thing by turns, and nothing 
long." It is warped and crooked. It cannot bear 
the least opposition, and sooner than^ acquiesce in 
what others approve it will change sides in a day. 
It is offended at every resistance to its captious, 
domineering humour, and will quarrel for straws 
with its best friends. A person under the guid- 
ance of this demon, if every whimsy or occult dis- 
covery of his own is not received with acclamation 
by one party, will wreak his spite by deserting to 
the other, and cany all his talent for disputation 
with him, sharpened by rage and disappointment. 
A man, to be steady in a cause, should be more 
attached to the truth than to the acquiescence of 
his fellow-citizens. 

I can hardly consider Mr Coleridge a deserter 
from the cause he first espoused, unless one could 
tell what cause he ever heartily espoused, or what 
party he ever belonged to, in downright earnest. 
He has not been inconsistent with himself at dif^ 
ferent times, but at all times. He is a sophist, a 
casuist, a rhetorician, what you please ; and might 
have argued or declaimed to the end of his breath 
on one side of a question or another, but he nerer 
was a pragmatical fellow. He lived in a round of 
contradictions, and never came to a settled point 
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His fancy gave the cue to his judgment, and his 
Tanitj set his inyention afloat in whatever direction 
he could find most scope for it, or most sympathy, 
that is, admiration. His Life and Opinions might 
naturally receive the title of one of Hume's Essays 
— * A Sceptical Solution of Sceptical Doubts.* To 
be sure, his ' Watchman* and his * Friend* breathe 
a somewhat different tone on subjects of a particu- 
lar description, both of them apparently pretty 
high-raised, but whoever will be at the pains to 
examine them closely, will find them to be volun- 
tarieSj fugues, solemn capriccios, not set composi- 
tions with any malice prepense in them, or much 
practical meaning. I believe some of his friends^ 
who were indebted to him for the suggestion of 
plausible reasons for conformity, and an opening to 
a more qualified view of the letter of their para* 
doxical principles, have lately disgusted him by 
the virulence and extravagance to which they have- 
carried hints, of which he never suspected that 
they would make the least possible use. But if 
Mr Coleridge is satisfied with the wandering 
Moods of his Mind, perhaps this is no reason that 
others may not reap the solid benefit. He himself 
is like the idle sea-weed on the ocean, tossed from 
shore to shore : they are like barnacles fastened to 
the vessel of stated, rotting its goodly timbers ! 
There are some persons who are of too fastidious 
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a turn of nund to like anything long, or to assent 
twice to the same opinion. -— — always seta him- 
self to prop the £aUing cause, to nurse the licketty 
bantling. He takes the part which he thinks in 
most need of his support, not so much out of mag- 
nanimity* as to prevent too great a degree of pre- 
cfumptLon or seK-complacenoy on the triumphant 
side. '' Though truth be truth, yet he contrives to 
throw such changes of vexation on it as it may lose 
some cok>ur." I have been delighted to hear him 
expatiate with the most natural and affecting am- 
pUdty on a fiftvourite passage or picture, and all 
the while afraid of agreeing with him lest he should 
instantly turn round and unsay all that he had 
said, for fear of my going away with too good an 
opinion of my own taste, or too great an admira* 
tion of my idol— and his own. I dare not ask his 
opinion twice, if I have got a £avoarable sentence 
once, lest he should belie his own sentiments to 
stagger mine. I have heard him talk divinely 
^e one inspired) of Boccaccio, and the story of 
the Pot of Basil, describing '' how it grew, and it 
grew, and it grew," till yoa saw it spread its tender 
leaves in the light of his eye, and wave iu the 
tremulous sound of his voice ; and yet if youaaked 
him about it another time, he would, perhaps* 
affect to think little of it, or to have forgotten the 
circumstance. His enthusiasm is fickle and trea- 
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cherouB. The instant he finds it shared in com- 
mon, he backs out of it. His enmity is equally 
refined, but hardly so unsocial. His exquisitely 
turned invectives display all the beauty of scom, 
and impart elegance to vulgari|y. He sometimes 
finds out minute excellencies, and cries up one 
thing to put you out of conceit with another. If 
you want him to praise Sir Joshua con amove, in 
his best manner, you should begin with saying 
something about Titian — ^if you seem an idohser of 
Sir Joshua, he will immediately turn off the dis- 
course, gliding like the serpent before Eve, wary 
and beautiful, to the graces of Sir Peter Lely, or 
ask you if you saw a Vandyke the other day, which 
he does not think Sir Joshua could stand near. 
But find fault with the Lake Poets, and mention 
some pretended patron of rising genius, and you 
need not fear but he will join in with you and go 
all lengths that you can wish him. You may cal- 
culate upon him there. ** Pride elevates, and joy 
brightens his fece." And, indeed, so eloquent is 
he, and so beautiful in his eloquence, that I myself, 
with all my freedom firom gall and bitterness, could 
listen to him nntired, and without knowing how 
Ae time went, losing and neglecting many a meal 
and hour, 

« — Prom mom to noon. 
From noon to dewy eve, a ■ammer*B day." 
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When I cease to hear him quite, other tongues, 
turned to nrhat accents they may of praise or blame, 
would sound dull, ungrateful, out of tune, and 
harsh, in the comparison. 

An overstrained enthusiasm produces a capri- 
ciousness in taste, as well as too much indifference. 
A person who sets no bounds to his admiration 
takes a surfeit of his favourites. He over-does the 
thing. He gets sick of his own everlasting praises, 
And affected raptures. His preferences are a great 
deal too violent to last. Ho wears out an author 
in a week, that might last him a year, or his life, 
by the eagerness with which he devours him. 
Eveiy such favourite is in his turn the greatest 
writer in the world. Compared with the lord of 
the ascendant for the time being, Shakspeare is 
common-place, and Milton a pedant, a little insipid 
or so. Some of these prodigies require to be 
dragged out of their lurking-places, and cried up 
to the top of the compass ; — ^their traits are subtle, 
imd must be violently obtruded on the sight. But 
the effort of exaggerated praise, though it may 
fitagger others, tires the maker, and we hear of 
them no more after a while. Others take their 
turns, are swallowed whole, undigested, ravenously, 
and disappear in the same manner. Good authors 
share the fate of bad, and a library in a few years 
is nearly dismantled. It is a pity thus to outlive 
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our admiration, and exhaust our relish of what is 
excellent. Actors and actresses are disposed of in 
the same conclusire peremptory way: some of 
them are talked of for months, nay, years ; then it 
is almost an offence to mention them. Friends, 
acquaintance, go the same road : — ^are now asked 
to come six days in the week, then warned against 
coming the seventh. The smallest faults are soon 
magnified in those we think too highly of: but 
where shall we find perfection ? If we will put up 
with nothing short of that, we shall have neither 
pictures, books, nor friends left — we shall have 
nothing but our own absurdities to keep company 
with! *'In all things a regular and moderate 
indulgence is the best security for a lasting enjoy- 
ment." 

There are numbers who judge by the event, and 
change with fortune. They extol the hero of the 
day, and join the prevailing clamour whatever it is ; 
so that the fluctuating state of public opinion regu- 
lates their feverish, restless enthusiasm, like a 
thermometer. They blow hot or cold, according as 
the wind sets favourably or otherwise. With such 
people the only infallible test of merit is success ; 
and no arguments are true that have not a large or 
powerful majority on their side. They go by ap- 
pearances. Their vanity, not the truth, is their 
ruling object. They are not the last to quit a 
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fEdling caose, and they are the first to hail the 
rising son. Their soiade want sinoexity, modesty, 
and keeping. Willi them — 



• To liaye done is to hang 



Quite out of fiudkion, like a nuty maO 
la momiiiMntal moakery." 

They still, "with one consent, praiae new-bom 
gauds/' and Fame, as they construe it, is — 



- Like a faddonaUe boet, 



TkaA elightly shake* his paitiDg gaert by the kaad; 
And with hia anna outattetck'd* aa he would fly, 
Graspe-in the comer. Weloome erer Bmilee, 
And Farewell goes out sighing." 

Such servile flatterers made an idol of Buonaparte 
while fortune smiled upon him, but when it left 
him, they remoyed him from hia pedestal in the 
cabinet of their vanity, as we take down the pio* 
ture of a relation that has died without naming ua 
in his will. The c^inion of such triflers is worth 
nothing: it is mainly an eoho. We do not want 
to be told the event of a question, but the rights of 
it. Truth is in their theory nothing but " noise 
and inffl[plical4a dumb show.** They are the 
heralds, outridos, and trumpeters in tiie piooes- 
sicm of lame ; are more loud and boisterous than 
the rest, and give themselves great airs, aa the 
avowed patrons and admirers of genius and merit. 
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As there are man j who ehange their sentiments 
with drcumstances (as they decided lawsuits in 
Babehds with the dice), so tihere are otheis who 
change them whli their aoqiiaintance. ** Tell me 
your company, and Fll tell you your opinions,'* 
might be said to many a man wbo piques himself 
on a select and superior view of things, distinct 
from the vulgar. Individuals of this class are 
quick and yersatUe, but they are not beforehand 
with opinion. They catdi it, when it is pointed 
out to them, and take it at the rebound, instead of 
giving the first impulse. Their minds are a light, 
luxuriant soil, into which thoughts are easily trans- 
planted, and shoot up with uncommon sprightliniBss 
and vigour. They wear the dress of other people's 
minds very gracefolly and unoonsdously. They 
tell you your own opinion, or very gravely repeat 
an observation you have made to them about half- 
a-year afterwards. They let you into the delica- 
cies and luxuries of Spenser with great disinterest- 
edness, in return for your having introduced that 
author to their notice. They prefer West to Ra- 
phael, Stothard to Bubens, till ^ey are told better. 
Still they are acute in the main, and good judges 
in their way. By trying to improve their taste, 
and reform their notions according to an ideal 
standard, they perhaps sp(Hl and muddle tiieir 
native faculties, rather than do them any good. 
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Their first ndianuer is their best, because it is the 
most natural. It is well not to go out of ourselves, 
and to be contented to take up with what we are, 
for better for worse. We can neither beg, borrow, 
nor steal characteristic excellencies. Some views 
and modes of thinking suit certain minds, as cer- 
tain colours suit certain complexions. We may 
part with very shining and very useful qualities 
without getting better ones to supply them. 
Mocking is catching, only in regard to defects. 
Mimicry is always dangerous. 

It is not necessary to change our road in order 
to advance on our journey. We should cultivate 
the spot of ground we possess to the utmost of our 
power, though it may be circumscribed and compa- 
ratively barren. A rolling stone gathers no moss. 
People may coUect all the wisdom they will ever 
attain, quite as well by staying at home as by 
travelling abroad. There is no use in shifting 
from place to place, from side to side, or from sub- 
ject to subject. You have always to begin again, 
and never finish any course of study or observation. 
By adhering to the same principles you do not 
become stationaiy. You enlarge, correct, and con- 
solidate your reasonings, without contradicting and 
shufiQing about in your conclusions. If truth 
consisted in hasty assumptions and petulant con- 
tradictions; there might be some ground for this 
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wbifiQlmg and yiolent inconsistency. But the face of 
truth, like that of nature, is different and the same. 
The iiist outline of an opinion, and the general 
tone of thinking, may he sound and correct, though 
we may spend any quantity of time and pains in 
working up and uniting the parts at subsequent sit- 
tings. If we have misconceived the character of the 
countenance altogether at first, no alterations will 
bring it right afterwards. Those who mistake 
white for black in the first instance, may as well 
mistake black for white when they reverse their 
canvas. I do not see what security they can 
have in their present opinions, who build their 
pretensions to wisdom on the total folly, i-ashness, 
and extravagance (to say no worse) of their former 
ones. The perspective may change with years and 
experience : we may see certain things nearer, and 
others more remote; but the great masses and 
landmarks will remain, though thrown into shadow 
and tinged by the intervening atmosphere : so the 
laws of the understanding, the truth of nature, will 
remain, and cannot be thrown into utter confusion 
and perplexity by our blunders or caprice, like the 
objects in Hogarth's * Eules of Perspective,' where 
every thing is turned upside down, or thrust out of 
its well-known place. I cannot understand how 
our political Harlequins feel after all their sum- 
mersaults and metamorphoses. They can hardly. 
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I sbonld think, look at themselTOB in the glass, or 
walk acioss the room ^without stumbling. This at 
least would be the case if they bad the least refleo- 
tion or self-knowledge. But they judge from pique 
and Taniiy solely. There should be a oertain 
decorum in life as in a picture, without which it is 
neither useful nor agreeable. If my opinions are 
not right, at any rate they are the best I have been 
able to form, and better than any otbers I oottld 
take up at random, or out of perversity, now. 
Contrary opinions vitiate one another, and destroy 
the simplicity and clearness of the mind : nothing 
is good that has not a beginning, a middle, and an 
end ; and I would wi^b my thoughts to be 

« Linked each to each by natural piety." 
1821. 
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ESSAY XI. 

PROJECT FOR A NEW THEORY OF 
CIVIL AND CRIMINAL LEGISLATION. 



Whbn I was about fourteen, (as long ago as the 
year 1Y92,) in consequence of a dispute one day 
after coming out of meeting, between my father 
and an old lady of the congregation, respecting the 
repeal of the Corporation and Test Acts and the 
limits of religious toleration, I set about forming 
in my head (the first time I ever attempted to 
think) the following system of political rights and 
general jurisprudence. 

It was this circumstance that dedded the fate of 
my future hfe ; or rather, I would say it was from 
an original bias or craving to be satisfied of the 
reason of things, that I seized hold of this acci- 
dental opportunity to indulge in its uneasy and 
unconscious determination. Mr Currie, my old 
tutor at Hackney, may still have the rough draught 
of this speculation, which I gave him with tears in 
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my eyes, and which he good-naturedly accepted in 
lien of the customary themeSy and as a prooof that I 
was no idler, but that my inability to produce a line 
on the ordinary school topics arose from my being 
involved in more difficult and abstruse matters. 
He must smile at the so oft-repeated charge against 
me of florid flippancy and tinsel. If from those 
briars I have since plucked roses, what labour has 
it not cost me ? The Test and Corporation Acts 
were repealed the other day. How would my 
father have rejoiced if this had happened in his 
time, and in concert with his old friends Dr Price, 
Dr Priestley, and others ! but now that there is no 
one to care about it, they give as a boon to indiffer- 
ence what they so long refused to justice, and thus 
ascribed by some to the liberality of the age ! 
Spirit of contradiction ! when wilt thou cease to 
rule over sublunary affairs, as the moon governs 
the tides? Not till the unexpected stroke of a 
comet throws up a new breed of men and animals 
from the bowels of tlie earth ; nor then neither, 
since it is included in the very idea of all life, 
power, and motion. For and against are insepar- 
able terms. But, not to wander any farther from 
tlie point, — 

I began with trying to define what a right meant ; 
and this I settled with myself was not simply that 
which is good or useful in itself, but that which is 
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thou^ 80 by the individual, and which has the 
sanction of his will aa such. 1. Because the de- 
termiimig what is good in itself is an endless ques- 
tion, a. Because one person^s having a right to 
any good and another being made the judge of it, 
leaves him without any security for its being exer- 
cised to his advantage, whereas self-love is a natu* 
ral guarantee for our sdf-interest 8. A thing 
being willed is the most absolute moral reason for 
its existence : that a thing is good in itself is np 
reason whatever why it should exist, till the will 
clothes it with a power to act as a motive ; and 
there is certainly nothing to prevent this will from 
taking efifect (no law or admitted, plea above it) but 
anothtf will opposed to it, and which forms a right 
on the same principle. A good is only so far a 
right, inasmuch as it virtually determines the will ; 
for a right meant that which contains within itself, 
and as respects the bosom in which it is lodged, a 
cogent and unanswerable reason why it should 
exist. Suppose I have a violent aversion to one 
thing and as strong, an uttachiifent tp something 
else, and that there is so other being in the world 
but myself, shall I not have a self-evident pght, 
full title, liberty, to pursue the one and avoid tho 
other ? That is to say in other words, there can 
be no authority to interpose between the strong 
natural tendency of the w]l and its desired effect, 

H 
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but the will of another. It may be replied that 
reason, that affection, may interpose between the 
will and the act ; but there are motives that influ* 
ence the conduct by first alteiing the will ; and the 
point at issue is, that these being away, what other 
principle or loTor is there always left to appeal to, 
before we come to blows ? Now such a piinciple 
is to be found in self-interest; and such a hairier 
against the violent will is erected by the limits 
which this principle necessarily sets to itself in the 
claims of different individuals. Thus, then, a 
right is not that which is right in itself, or best for 
the whole, or even for the individual, but that 
which is good in his own eyes, and according to his 
own will ; and to which, among a number of equally 
selfish and self-willed beings, he can lay claim, 
allowing the same latitude and allowance to others. 
PoHtical justice is that which assigns the hmits ai 
these individual rights in society, or it is the ad'- 
justment of force against force, of will against wiU, 
to prevent worse consequences. In the savage 
state there is nothing but an appeal to brute force, 
or the right of the strongest; Politics lays down a 
rule to curb and measure out the wills of indivi* 
duals in equal portions ; Morals has a higher 
standard still, and ought never to appeal to force 
in any case whatever. Hence I always found 
something wanting in Mr Godwin's ' Enquiry con- 



y Google 



CIVIL AMD GRIHIKAL LS0I8LATI0N. 106 

cerning Political Justice' (which I read soon after 
with great avidity, and hoped, from its title and its 
vast reputation, to get entire satisfiaction from it), 
for he makes no distinction hetween political justice, 
which implies an appeal to force, and moral justice, 
which implies only an appeal to reason. It is 
surely a distinct question, what you can persuade: 
people to do hy argument and £Bdr discussion, and 
what you may lawfully compel them to do, when 
reason and remonstrance flEul. But in Mr God- 
win's system the " omnipotence of reason" super* 
sedes the use of law and government, merges the 
imperfection of the means in the grandeur of the 
end, and leaves hut one class of ideas or motives, 
the highest and the least attainable possible. So 
promises and oaths are said to be of no more 
value than common breath ; nor would they, if 
every word we uttered was infallible and oracu 
lar, as if delivered from a Tripod. But this is 
pragmatical, and putting an imaginary for a real 
state of things. Again, right and duties, according 
to Mr Godwin, are reciprocal. I could not com- 
prehend this without an arbitraiy definition that 
took away the meaning. In my sense, a man 
might have a right, a discriminating power, to do 
something, which others could not deprive him of, 
without a manifest infraction of certain rules laid 
down for the peace and order of society, but which. 
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it might be liis dat^ to waive upon good reasoos 
i^wn; r^hts are seconded bj force, duties are 
things of choice. This is the import of the words 
in common speech : why then pass orer this 
^ distinction in a work confessedly rhetorical as well 
as logical, that is, whidi laid an eqnal stress on 
sound and sense ? Bight, therefore, has a pav 
Bonal or selfish reference, as it is founded on 
the law which determines a man's actioxis in 
regard to his own being and well-being ; and poli- 
tieal justice is that which assigns tlie Hmits of 
these individual rights on their compaitibility or 
incompatibility with each other in society. Bight, 
in a word, is the duty which each mBta owes to 
hims^; or it is that portion of the general good 
of which (as being principally interested) he i^ 
made the special judge, and which is pot ubder 
his immediate keeping. 

The next question I asAced myself was, what is 
law and the real and necessary ground of civil go^ 
yemment ? The answer to this is found in iSt^e 
finmer statement. Law is something to abri^e, 
or more properly speaking to ascertain, the bounds 
of the original right, and to coerce the will of indi- 
viduals in tiie community. Whence, then, has the 
community such a right? It can only arise in self- 
defence, or firom the necessity of maintaining ihe 
equal rights of every one, and of opposing force to 
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force in case of any violent and tmwammtable in* 
fringement of them. Society consists of a ^ven 
number of individuals ; and the aggregate right of 
government is only the consequence of these inhe* 
rent rights, balancing and neutralising one another. 
How those who deny natural rights get at any sort 
of right, divine or human, I am at a loss to discover; 
for whatever exists in combination, exists before* 
band in an elementary state. The world is com- 
posed of atoms, and a machine cannot be made 
without materiakk First, then,.it follows that law 
or government is not the mere creature of a social 
compact, since each person has a certain right 
which he is bound to defend against another with- 
out asking that other's leave, or else the right would 
always be at the mercy of whoever chose to invade 
it There would be a right to do wrong, but none 
to resist it Thus I have a natural right to defend 
my Hfe against a murderer, without any mutual 
compact between us : hence society has an aggregate 
right of the same kind, and to make a law to that 
effect, forbidding and punishing murder. If there 
be no such immediate ynhae and attachment to 
life felt by the individual, and a consequent justi- 
fiable determination to defend it, then the formal 
pretension of society to vindicate a right, which, 
according to this reasoning, has no existence in 
itself, must be founded on air, on a word, or a law- 
yer's ipse dixk. Secondly, society, or government, 



y Google 



108 PROJECT FOR A NSW THEORT OV 

as Bttch, has no right to trench upon the lihertj or 
rights of the individuals its memhers, except as 
these last are, as it were, forfeited hj interfering 
with and destroying one another, like opposite 
mechanical forces or quantities in arithmetic. Put 
the hasis that each man's will is a sovereign law to 
itself : this can only hold in society, as long as he 
does not meddle with others; hut as long as he 
does not do this, the first principle retains its force, 
for there is no other principle to impeach or over- 
rule it The will of society is not a sufficient plea; 
since this is or ought to he made up of the wills or 
rights of the individuals composing it, which hy the 
supposition remain entire, and consequenUy with- 
out power to act. The good of society is not a 
sufficient plea, for individuals are only hound (on 
compulsion) not to do it harm, or to he barely just : 
— benevolence and virtue are voluntary qualities. 
For instance, if two persons are obliged to do all 
that is possible for the good of both, this must 
either be settied voluntarily between them, and 
then it is Mendship and not force ; or if this is not 
the case, it is plain that one must be the slave and 
lie at the caprice and mercy of the other : it will 
be one will forcibly regulating two bodies. But if 
each is left master of his own person and actions, 
with only the implied proviso of not encroaching 
on those of the other, then both may continue free 
and independent and contented in their seveml 
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spheres. One individual has no right to interfere 
with the employment of my muscular powers, or to 
put violence on my person, to force me to contri- 
bute to the most laudable undertaking if I do not 
approve of it, any more than I have to force him to 
assist me in the direct contrary : if one has not, 
ten have not, nor a million, any such arbitrary 
right over me. What one can be made to do for a 
million is veiy trifling : what a million may do by 
being left free in all that merely concerns them- 
selves, and not subject to the perpetual caprice and 
insolence of authority, and pretext of the public 
good, is a veiy different calculation. By giving up 
the principle of political independence, it is not the 
million that will govern the one, but the one that 
vdll in time give law to the million. There are 
some things that cannot be free in natural society, 
and against which there is a natural law ; for in- 
stance, no one can be allowed to knock out another's 
brains or to fetter his limbs with impunity. And 
government is bound to prevent the same violations 
of liberty and justice The question is, whether it 
would not be possible for a government to exist 
and for a system of laws to be framed, that con- 
fined itself to the punishment of such offences, and 
left all the rest (except the suppression of force by 
force) optional or matter of mutual compact. What 
are a man's natural rights? Those, the infringe- 
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ment of which canxiot on an j suppoBitiQD go wn- 
punished : by leaying all but cases of necessitj to 
choice and reason, much would be perhaps gained, 
and nothing lost. 

CoBOLuonr 1. It results from the faregoii^ 
statement, that there is nothing naturally to re- 
strain or oppose the will of one man, but the will 
(^ another meeting it. Thus, in a desert island, 
it is evident that my will and rights would be abso- 
lute and unlimited, and I might say with Bobinson 
Crusoe, '* I am monarch of all I survey." 

CoBOLLABY 2* It is comiug into society that 
circumscribes my wiU and rights, by estabhshing 
equal and mutual rights, instead of the original 
undrcumscribed ones. They are still " founded as 
the rock," though not so faroad and general as the 
casing air, for the only thing that limits them is 
the solidity of another right, no better than my 
own, and, like stones in a building, or a mosaic 
pavement, each remains not the less firmly rivetted 
to its plac0, though it cannot encroach upon the 
next to it I do not belong to the state, nor am I 
a nonentity in it, but I am one part of it, and in- 
dependent in it, for that very reason that every one 
in it is independent of me. Equality, instead of 
being destroyed by society, results from and is 
improved by it; for in politics as in physics, the 
action and reaction are the same: the right of 
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resifitanoe on their part implies the ri^t of self- 
defence on mine. In a theatre, each person has 
a right to his own seat, by the supposition that he 
has no right to intrude into any one else's. They 
are conv^iible propositions. Away, then, with the 
notion that liberty and equality are inconsistent 
But here is the artifice : by meiging the rights and 
independence of the individual in the factitious 
order of society, those rights become arbitrary, 
capricious, equivocal, removable at the pleasure of 
the state or ruling power ; there is nothing sub> 
stantial or durable implied in them : if each has 
no positive claim, naturally, those of all taken to- 
gether can mount up to nothing ; right and justice 
are mere blanks to be filled up with arbitraiy will, 
and the people have thenceforward no defence 
against the government On the other hand, sup- 
pose these rights to be not empty names or artificial 
arrangements, but original and inherent like soHd 
atoms, then it is not in the power of government to 
annihyate one of them, whatever may be the con- 
fusion arising from their struggle for masteiy, or 
before they can settle into order and harmony. 
Mr Burke talks of the reflections and refiiactions 
of the rays of light as altering their primary essence 
and direction. But if there were no original rays 
of light, there could be neither refraction, nor reflec- 
tions. Why, then, does he try by cloudy sophistry 
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to blot the sun oat of heaven ? One body impinges 
against and impedes another in the M]j but it coqU 
not do this, but for the principle of graTity. Thd 
author of the * Sublime and Beautiful ' would have 
a dngle atom outweigh the great globe itself ; or 
an empty title, a bloated privilege, or a grievous 
wrong, overturn the entire mass of truth and jus^ 
tice. The question between the author and his 
opponents appears to be simplv this ;«— whether 
politics, or the general good, is an afiair of reason 
or imagination ! and this seems decided by another 
consideration, viz., that Imagination is the judge of 
individual things, and Reason of generals. Hence 
the great importance of the principle of universal 
suffrage ; for if the vote and choice of a single in- 
dividual goes for nothing, so by parity of reasoning 
may that of all the rest of the community : but 
if the choice of every man in the community is 
held sacred, then what must be the weight and 
value of the whole ? 

Many persons olject that by this means property 
is not represented, and so to avoid that they would 
have nothing but property represented, at the same 
time that they pretend that if the elective franchise 
were thrown open to the poor, they would be wholly 
at the command of the rich, to the prejudice and 
exclusion of the middle and independent classes of 
society* Property always has a natural influence 
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*and authority : it is only people without property 
that have no natural protection, and require every 
artificial and legal one. Those tJuO^have much^ 
9haU ka^e none; and those that have little^ shaU 
have less. This proverh is no less true in public 
than in private life. The better orders (as they are 
called, and who, in virtue of this title, would assume 
a monopoly in the direction of state afiGedrs) are 
merely and in plain English those who are better 
off than others ; and as they get the wished-for 
monopoly into their hands, others will uniformly 
be worse off, and will sink lower and lower in the 
scale, so that it is essentially requisite to extend 
the elective franchise in order to counteract the 
excess of the great and increasing goodness of the 
better orders to themselves. I see no reason to 
suppose that in any case popular feeling (if free 
course were given to it) would bear down public 
opinion. Literature is at present pretty nearly on 
the footing of universal sufiVage, yet the public 
defer sufficientiy to the critics ; and when no party 
bias interferes, and the government do not make a 
point of ranning a writer down, the verdict is tole- 
rably fiur and just. I do not say that the result 
might not be equally satisfactory, when literature 
was patronized more immediately by the great; 
but then lords and ladies had no interest in praising 
a bad piece and condemning a good one. If they 
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could have laid a tax on the town for not going to 
it, they would haye run a had play fi)rty nights 
together, or the whole year round, without seraple. 
As things stand, the worse the law* the better for 
the lawmakers : it takes everything from others to 
give to them. It is common to insist on universal 
Buffi»ge and the ballot together. But if the first 
wereaUowed, the second would be unnecessary. The 
ballot is only useful as a screen firom arbitnuy 
power. There is nothing manly or independent 
to recommend it 

CoBOLLABT 3. If I was out at sea in a boat with 
hjwe divino monarch, and he wanted to throw me 
overboard^ I would not let him. No gentleman 
would ask such a thing, no £reeman would submit 
to it. Has he, then, a right to dispose of the Hves 
and liberties of thirty millions of men ? Or have 
they more right than I have to resist his demands? 
They have thirty millions of times that right, if 
they had a partide of the same E^irit that I have. 
It is not the individual, then, whom in this case I 
fear (to me " there's no divinity doth hedge a king'*)^ 
but thirty millions of his suljects that call me to 
account in his name, and who are of a most ap- 
proved and indisputable loyalty, and who havd both 
the right and power. The power rests with the 
multitude, but let them beware how the eKorcise of 
it turns against their own rights I It is not the 
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idol but the worshipper? that are to be dreaded, 
and who, by degrading one of their fellows, render 
themselYes liable to be branded with the same 
indignities. 

GoBOLLAST 4. No one can be bom a slave ; for 
my limbs are my own, and the power and the will 
to use them are anterior to all laws, and indepen- 
dent of the control of eveiy other person. No one 
acquires a right over another but that other ac- 
quires some reciprocal right over him ; therefore 
the relation of master and slave is a contradiction 
in political logic. Hence also it follows that com- 
binatioDS among labourers for the rise of wages are 
always just and lawful, as much as those among 
master manufacturers to keep them down. A man's 
labour is his own« at least as much as another's 
goods; and he may starve if he pleases, but be 
may refose to work except on his own terms. The 
right of property is reducible to this simple prin- 
ciple, that one man has not a right to the produce 
of another's labour, but each man has a right to 
the benefit of his own exertions and the use of his 
natural and inalienable powers, unless for a sup- 
posed equivalent and by mutual consent. Personal 
liberty and property therefore rest upon the same 
foundation. I am glad to see that Mr Macculloch, 
in his ' Essay on Wages,' admits the right of com- 
bination among journeymen and others. I laboured 
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this point hard, and, I think/ sadsfiftctorily, a good 
while ago, in my • Reply to Mr Malthus.' " Throw 
your bread upon the waters, and after many days 
you shall find it again* *' 

There are fonr things thata man may especially 
call his own. 1. His person; 2. his actions; 3. 
his property ; 4. his opinions. Let us see how each 
of these claims unavoidably circumscribes and mo* 
difies those of others, on the principle of abstract 
equity and necessity and independence above laid 
down* 

FiBST, AS TO THE BiaHTS OF Pebsons. My 
intention is to show that the right of society to 
make laws to coerce the will of others, is founded 
on the necessity of repelling the wanton encroach- 
ment of that will on their rights ; that is, strictly 
on the right of self-defence or resistance to aggres- 
sion. Society comes forward and says, " Let us 
alone, and we will let you alone, otherwise we 
must see which is strongest ;*' its object is not to 
patronize or advise individuals for their good and 
against their will, but to protect itself: meddling 
vrith others forcibly on any other plea or for any 
other purpose is impertinence. But equal rights 
destroy one another ; nor can there be a right to 
impossible or impracticable things. Let A, B, G» 
D, &c., be different component parts of any society, 
each claiming to be the centre and master of a 
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certain sphere of aotivily and self-determination : 
as long as each keeps mthin his own line of de- 
marcation there is no harm done, nor any penalty 
incurred — it is only the superfluons and overbearing 
will of particular persons that must be restrained or 
lopped off by the axe of the law. Let A be the 
culprit ; B, €, D, &c., or the rest of the commu- 
nity, are plaintifiGs against A, and wish to prevent 
his taking any un£Edr or unwarranted advantage 
over them. They set up no pretence to dictate or 
domineer over him» but merely to hinder his dic- 
tating to and domineering over them ; and in this, 
having both might and right on their side, they 
have no difficulty in putting it in execution. Every 
man*s independence and discretionary power over 
what peculiarly and exclusively concerns himself, 
is his castle (whether round, square, or, according 
to Mr Owen's new map of improvements, in the 
form of a parallelogram). As long as he keeps 
within this, he is safe— society has no hold of him : 
it is when he quits it to attack his neighbours that 
they resort to reprisals, and make short work of the 
interloper. It is, however, time to endeavour to 
point out in what this natural division of right, and 
separate advantage, consists. In the first place, 
Ay B, G, D have the common and natural rights 
of persons, in so &r, that none of these has a right 
to offer violence to, or cause bodily pain or ii^uiy 
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to any of the others. Sophists hagh at nataxal 
rights: lliey might as well deny that we have 
natural persons ; Ibr while the last ^stinctioii holds 
true and good hy the constitation of dnngSt eertais 
eonseqaences must and will jbllow from it — ^ while 
this machine is to us Hamlet," Sco, For instanoo, 
I should like to know whether Mr Burke» with his 
' Sublime and Beautifel* fimdes, wookL deny that 
each person has a particdar body and senses be- 
longing to him, 80 that he feds a peculiar aind 
natural interest in whateter affects these nsore than 
another can, and whether such apeculiai^and paiar 
mount interest does not imply a direct and unaToid* 
able right in maintaining this circle of individuality 
inviolate. To argue odierwise is to assert that 
indifference, or that which does not feel dther the 
good or the ill, is as capable a judge and zealous a 
discHminator of right and wrong as that whic^ 
does. The right, then, is coeval and conextended 
with the interest, not a product of convention, but 
inseparable from the order of the u!eiiverse ; the 
doctrine itself is natural and solid ; it is the eon- 
trary Mlacy that is made of air and woids. Mr 
Burke, in such a question, was like a man out at 
sea in a haze, and could never teQ the diffareaoe 
between land and clouds. If another break my 
arm by violence, this will not certainly give him 
additional health or strength ; if he stun me by a 
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blow or inflict torture on my limbB, it is I who feel 
the pain, and not he ; and it is hard if I, who am 
the sufferer, am not allowed to be the judge. That 
another should pretend to deprive me of it, or 
pretend to judge for me, and set up his will i^nst 
mine in what concerns this portion of my existence 
—where I hare aU at stake and be nothing — ^is 
sot merely injustice, but impudence. The circle 
ef personal security and right, then, is not an ima- 
ginary and arbitraiy line fixed by law and the will 
ef the prince, or the scaly finger of Mr Hobbes*B 
' Leviathan,* but is real and inherent in the nature 
of things, and itself the foundation of law waA 
justice. *' Hands off is fair play" — according to 
the old adage. One, therefore, has not a right to 
lay violent hands on another, or to infringe on the 
sphere of hi» personal identity ; one must not run 
Iral of another, or he is liable to be repelled and 
punished for the offence. If you meet an English- 
man suddenly in the street, he will run up against 
you sooner than get out of your way, which last he 
thinks a compromise of his dignity and a relinquish- 
ment of his purpose, though he expects you to get 
out of his. A Frenchman in the same dicumstan- 
ees will come up dose to you and try to walk over 
you, as if there was no one in his way ; but if yoa 
take no notice of him, he will step on one side, and 
make you a low bow. The one is a fellow of 
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Stubborn will, the other a petit maUre. An 
EngliBhman at a play mounts upon a bench 
and refuses to get down at the request of ano* 
ther, who threatens to call him to account tbe 
next day. *'Yes/' is the answer of the first, ''if 
your master will let you !" His abuse of liberty, 
he thinks, is justified by the other*s want of it. AH 
an Englishman's ideas are modifications of his will, 
which shows in one way that right is founded on 
will, since the English are at once the fi^eest and 
most wilful of all people. If you meet another on 
the ridge of a precipice, are you to throw each 
other down? Certainly not. You are to pass as 
well as you can. '' GIto and take,*' is the nde of 
natural right, where the right is not all on one side 
and cannot be claimed entire. Equal weights and 
scales produce a balance, as much as where the 
scales are empty: so it does not follow (as ousf 
votaries of absolute power would insinuate) that one 
man's right is nothing because another's is some- 
thii^. But suppose there is not time to pass, and 
one or other must perish in the case just mentioned, 
then each must do the best for himself that he can, 
and the instinct of self-preservation prevails over 
eveiything else. In the streets of London^ the 
passengers take the right hand of one another and 
the wall alternately : he who should not conform to 
this rule would be guilty of a breach of the peafie* 
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But if a house were falling, or a mad ox driven 
furiously hy, the rule would be of course suspended, 
because the case would be out of the ordinary. Yet I 
llunk I can oonceiye and have even known persons 
capable of carrying the point of gallantly in political 
right to such a pitch as to refuse to take a prece- 
dence which did not belong to them in the most peri- 
lous circumstanoes, just as a soldier may waive a 
right to quit his post, and takes his turn in battle. 
The actual collision or case of personal assault and 
batteiy, is then clearly prohibited, inasmuch as each 
person's body is clearly defined : but how if A use 
oth^ means of annoyance against B, such as a sword 
or poison, or resort to what causes other painful sen- 
sations besides tangible ones, for instance, certain 
disagreeable sounds and smella? Or, if these are 
included as a violation of personal rights, then how 
draw the line between them and the employing cer- 
tain offensive words and gestures, or uttering opi- 
nions which I disapprove? This is a puzzler for the 
dogmatic school ; but they solve the whole difficulty 
by an assumption of utility y which is as much as to 
tell a person that the way to any place to which he 
asks a direction is '' to follow his nose." We want to 
know by given marks and rules what is best and 
useful ; and they assure us very wisely, that this 
is infallibly and clearly determined by what is best 
skd useful. Let us try something else. It seems 
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no less necessaiy to erect certain litde fortaUeet, 
with palisades and outworks about them, for 
Eight to establish and maintain itself in, than 
as landmarks to goide us across the wide waste 
of Utiutt. If a person runs a sword through 
me, or administers poison, or procures it to be 
administered, the effect, the pain, disease or 
death, is the same, and I have the same right 
to prevent it, on the principle that I am the 
sufferer; that the injuiy is offered to me, and 
he is no gainer by it, except for mere malice or 
caprice, and I therefore remain master and judge 
of my own remedy, as in the former case ; the 
principle and definition of right being to secure to 
each individual the determination and protection 
of that portion of sensation in which he has the greats 
est» if not a sole interest, and as it were identity with 
it Again, as to what are called mManee$, to wit of- 
fensive smells, sounds, &c, it is more difficult to deter- 
mine, on the ground that one man's meat i$ another 
man's poieon, I remember a case occurred in the 
neighbourhood where I was, and at the time I was 
tiying my best at this question, which puzzled me 
a good deal A rector of a little town in Shrop* 
shire, who was at variance with all his parishioners, 
had conceived a particular spite to a lawyer who 
lived next door to him, and as ameans of annoying 
him, used to get together all sorts of rubbish^weeds^ 
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and uDBayouiy materials and set them on fibre, so 
that the smoke should blow over into his neigh- 
bour's garden; ^whenever the wind set in that 
direction, he said as a signal to his gardener, *' It*8 
a fine Wicksteed wind to-day f and the operation 
commenced. Was this an action of assault and 
battery, or not? I think it was, for this reason, 
that the offence was unequivocal, and that the only 
motive for the proceeding was the giving this 
ofiEence. The assailant would not like to be served 
so himself. Mr Bentham would say, the malice 
of the motive was a set-off to the injury. I shall 
leave thBlprimaphilosophia consideration out of the 
question. A man who knocks out another's brains 
with a bludgeon may say it pleases him to do so; 
but will it please him to have the compliment 
returned? If he stLU persists, in spite of this 
punishment, there is no preventing him; but if 
not, then it is a proof that he thinks the pleasure 
less than the pain to himself, and consequently to 
another in the scales of justice. The lex taUonii 
is an excellent test Suppose a third person (the 
physician of the place) had said, ** It is a fine 
Egerton wind to day," our rector would have been 
non»plussed ; for he would have found that, as he 
suffered all the hardship, he had the right to com- 
plain of and to resist an action of another, the con* 
sequences of which affected principally himself. 
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Now mark : if he had himself had any advantage to 
derive from the action, which he could not obtun 
in any other way, then he would feel that his 
neighbour also had the same plea and right to fol- 
low his own course (still this might be a doubtful 
point); but in the other case it would be sheer 
malice and wanton interference ; that is, not the 
exercise of a right, but the invasion of another's 
comfort and independence. Has a person then a 
right to play on the horn or on a flute, on the same 
staircase ? I say, yes ; because it is for his own im- 
provement and pleasuie, and not to annoy another ; 
and because, accordingly, every one in his own case 
would wish to reserve this or a similar privilege to 
himself. I do not think a person has a right to 
beat a drum under one's window, because this is 
altogether disagreeable, and if there is an extraor- 
dinary motive for it, then it is fit that the person 
should be put to some little inconvenience in re- 
moving his sphere of liberty of action to a reasonable 
distance. A tallow-chandler's shop or a steam-engine 
is a nuisance in a town, and ought to be removed 
into the suburbs; but they are to be tolerated 
where they are least inconvenient, because they 
are necessary somewhere, and there is no remedy- 
ing the inconvenience. The right to protest against 
and to prohibit them rests with the suffering party ; 
but because this point of the greatest interest is 
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less clear in some cases than in othere, it does not 
follow that there is no right or principle of justice 
in the case. 3. As to matters of contempt and the 
expression of opinion, I think these do not faQ 
under the head of force, and are not, on that 
ground, subjects of coercion and law. For exam- 
ple, if a person inflicts a sensation upon me by 
material means, whether tangible or otherwise, I 
cannot help that sensation ; I am so &r the slave 
of that other, and have no means of resisting him 
but by force, which I would define to be material 
agency. But if another proposes an opinion to me, 
I am not bound to be of this opinion ; my judg« 
ment and will is left free, and therefore I have no 
right to resort to force to recover a liberty which I 
have not lost. If I do this to prevent that other 
from pressing that opinion, it is I who invade his 
liberty, without warrant because vrithout necessity. 
It may be urged that material agency, or force, is 
used in the adoption of sounds or letters of the 
alphabet, which I cannot help seeing or hearing. 
But the ii\jury is not here, but in the moral and 
artificial inference, which I am at liberty to admit 
or reject, according to the evidence. There is no 
force but argument in the case, and it is reasoni 
not the will of another, that gives the law. Fur- 
ther, the opinion expressed, generally concerns not 
one individual, but the general interest; and of 
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HaeJt mj approbation or disapprobation is not a 
eommensuiate or the sole judge. I am judge of 
mj own interest, because it is my affair, and no 
one*s else ; but, by the same rule, I am not judge, 
nor have I a tfeto on that which appeals to all 
the world, merely because I haye a prejudice or 
fancy against it. But su^^pose another expresses 
by signs or words a contempt for me ? Answer. 
I do not know that he is bound to have a respect 
for me. Opinion is firee ; for if I wish him to have 
that respect, then he must be left free to judge for 
himself, and consequently to arrive at and to ex- 
press the contraiy opinion, or otherwise the verdict 
and testimony I aim at could not be obtained ; just 
as players must consent to be hissed, if they expect 
to be applauded. Opinion cannot be forced, for it 
is not grounded on force, but on evidence and rea- 
son, and therefore these last are the proper instru- 
ments to control that opinion, and to make it 
favourable to what we wish, or hostile to what we 
disapprove. In what relates to action, the will of 
another is foroe, or the determining power: in 
what relates to opinion, the mere will or ipse dixit 
of another is of no avail but as it gains over other 
opinions to its side, and thereforo neither needs 
nor admits of force as a counteracting means to be 
used against it. But in the case of calumny or 
indecency. 1.-— I would say that it is the sup- 
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pression of tnith that gives falsehood its worst 
edge. What traospires (however maliciouBly or 
secretlj) in spite^ of the law, is taken for gospel, 
and as it is impossible to prevent cahimnj, so it 
is impossible to counteract it on the present system, 
or while every attempt to answer it is attributed 
to the people's not daring to speak the truth. If 
any single fact or accident peeps out, the whole 
character, having this legal screen before it, is 
supposed to be of a piece ; and the world, de&auded 
of the meaiiB of coming to their own conclusion, 
naturally infer the worst. Hence the saying, that 
xeputadou once gone never returns. If, however^ 
we grant the general licence or liberty of the press, 
in a scheme where publicity is the great object, it 
seems a manifest contare-sens that the author should 
be the only thing screened or kept a secret : either, 
therefore, an anonymous libeller would be heard with 
contempt, or if he signed his name thus, — , or thus, 

, it would be equivalent to being branded 

publicly as a calumniator, or marked with the T. F. 
(travail force) or the broad B. (rogue) on his back. 
These are thought sufficient punishments, and yet 
they rest on opinion without stripes or labour. As 
to indecency, in proportion as it is flagrant is the 
shock and resentment against it ; and as vanity is 
the source of indecency, so the universal discounte- 
nance and shame is its most effectual antidote. If 
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it is pablic, it pxoduces immediate reprisals from 
pablic opinion which no brow can stand ; and if 
secret, it had better be left so. No one can then 
say it is obtruded on him ; and if he will go in 
search of it, it seems odd be should call upon the 
law to frustrate the object of his pursuit. Fmv 
ther, at the worst, society has its remedy in its own 
hands wheneyer its moral sense is outraged, that 
is, it may send to Coventry, or exconmiunicate like 
the church of old ; for though it may have no right 
to prosecute, it is not bound to protect or patronise, 
unless byvoluntary consent of all parties concerned. 
Secondly, as to rights of action, or personal liberty. 
These have no limit but the rights of persons or pro- 
perty aforesaid or to be hereafter naniied. They are 
the channels in which the others run without iiyuiy 
and without impediment, as a river within its 
banks. Eveiy one has a right to use his natural 
powers in the way most agreeable to himself, and 
which he deems most conducive to his own advan- 
tage, provided he does not interfere with the corre- 
sponding rights and liberties of others. He has 
no right to coerce them by a decision of his indivi- 
dual will, and as long as he abstains from this he 
has no right to be coerced by an expression of the 
aggregate will, that is, by law. The law is the 
emanation of the aggregate will, and this will re- 
ceives its warrant to act only from the forcible 
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pressure from without, and its indispensable resis- 
tance to it Let us see how this will operate to 
the pruning and curtailment of law. The rage of 
legislation is the first vice of society : it ends hj 
limiting it to as few things as possible. 1. There 
can, according to the principle here imperfectly 
sketched, be no laws for the enforcement of morals ; 
because morals have to do with the will and affec- 
tions, and the law only puts a restraint on these. 
Every one is politically constituted the judge of 
what is b^t for himself : it is only when he en- 
croaches on others that he can be called to account. 
He has no right to say to others, You shall do as 
I do : how then should tbey have a right to say to 
him. You shall do as we do? Mere numbers do 
not convey the right, for the law addresses not one, 
bnt the whole community. For example, there 
cannot rightly be a law to set a man in the stocks for 
getting drunk. It ii\]ures his health, you say. 
That is his concern, and not mine. But it is de- 
trimental to his aSaxrs : if so, he suffers most by 
it But it is ruinous to his wife and family : he is 
their natural and legal guardian. But they are 
thrown upon the parish : the parish need not take 
the burden upon itself, unless it chooses or has 
agreed to do so. If a man is not kind to or fond 
of his wife I see no law to make him. If he 
beats her, or threatens her life, she as clearly has 
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a li^^t to call in ihe aid of a constable or justice of 
peace. I do not see, in like manner, bow there 
can be law against gambling (against cheating 
there may) nor against usury. A man gives 
twenty, forty, a hundred per cent, with bis eyes 
open, but would he do it if strong necessity did 
not impel him? Certainly no man would gire 
double if he coidd get the same adyantage for half. 
There are circumstances in which a rope to save 
me from drowning, or a draught of water, would be 
worth all I have. In like manner, lotteries are 
fair things ; for the loss is inconsiderable, and the 
advantage may be incalculable. I do not belieye 
the poor put into them, but the reduced rich, the 
BhahhygerUeel, Flayers were formerly prohibited 
as a nuisance, and fortune-tellers still are liable to 
the Vagrant Act, which the parson of the parish 
duly enforces in his zeal to prevent cheating and 
imposture, while he himself has his two livings, 
and carries off a tenth of the produce of the soil. 
Bape is an offence clearly punishable by law ; but 
I would not say that simple incontinence is so. I 
will give one more example, which, though quaint, 
may explain the distinction I aim at. A man may 
commit suicide if he pleases, without being respon- 
sible to any one. He may quit the world as he 
would quit the country where he was bom. But 
if any person were to fling himself from the gaUeiy 
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into the pit of a plajbouse, 00 as to endanger the 
lives of others, if he did not succeed in killing him- 
self, he wonld render himself liable to puni^iment 
for the attempt, if it were to be supposed that a 
person so desperately situated would care about 
consequences* Duelling is lawful on the same 
principle, where eveiy precaution is taken to show 
that the act is Toluntaiy and fair on both sides. I 
might give other instances, but these will suffice. 
2. There should be a perfect toleration in matters 
of religion. In what relates to the salvation of a 
man's soul, he is infinitely more concerned than I 
can be ; and to pretend to dictate to him in this 
particular is an infinite piece of impertinence and 
presumption. But if a man has no religion at all ? 
That does not hinder me from having any. If he 
stood at the church door and would not let me 
enter, I should have a right to push him aside ; 
but if he lets me pass by without interruption, I 
have no right to turn back and drag him in after 
me. He might as well force me to have no reli- 
gion as I force him to have one, or bum me at 
a stake for believing what he does not. Opinion, 
** like the wild goose, flies, imclaimed of any man :*' 
heaven is like " the marble air, accessible to all ;*' 
and therefore there is no occasion to trip up one 
another's heels on the road, or to erect a turnpike 
gate to collect large sums from the passengers. 
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How have I a right to make another pay for the 
saying of mj soul, or to assist me in damnjiDg his? 
There should he no secular interference in sacred 
things ; no laws to suppress or establish any church 
or sect in religion, no religious persecutions, tests, 
or disqualifications ; the different sects should be 
left to inveigle and hate each other as much as thej 
please ; but without the love of exclusive domina* 
tion and spiritual power there woidd be little temp- 
tation to bigotiy and intolerance. 

8. As TO THE Eights of Pbopertt. It is of 
no use a man's being left free to enjoy security, or 
to exercise his freedom of action, unless he has a 
right to appropriate certain other things necessary 
to his comfort and subsistence to his own use. In 
a state of nature, or rather of solitary independence, 
he has a right to all he can lay his hands on : 
what then limits this right ? Its being inconsistent 
with the same right in others. This strikes a ma- 
thematical or logical balance between two extreme 
and equal pretensions. As there is not a natural 
and indissoluble connexion between the individual 
and his property, or those outward objects of which 
he may have need (they being detached, unlimited, 
and transferable), as there is between the individual 
and his person, either as an organ of sensation or 
action, it is necessary, in order to prevent endless, 
debate and quarrels^ to fix upon some other crite- 
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rion or common giomid of preference. Animals, 
or savages, have no idea of any other right than 
that of the strongest, and seize on all thej can get 
by force, without any regard to justice or an equal 
daim. 1. One mode of settling the point is to 
divide the spoil. That is allowing an equal advan- 
tage to both. Thus boys, when they unexpectedly 
find anything, are accustomed to ciy ''Halves!" 
But this is liable to other difficulties, and applies 
only to the case of joint-finding. 2. Priority of 
possession is a Mr way of deciding the right of 
property ; first, on the mere principle of a lottery, 
or the old saying, ** First come^ first served ; " se* 
condly, because the expectation having been excited, 
and the will more set upon it, this constitutes a 
powerful reason for not violently forcing it to let go 
its hold. The greater strength of volition is, we 
have seen, one foundation of right: for suppos- 
ing a person to be absolutely indifferent to any 
thing, he could properly set up no claim to it. 
3. Labour, or the having produced a thing or 
fitted it for use by previous exertion, gives this 
right, diiefly indeed for moral and final causes, 
because if one ei^oyed what another had pro- 
duced, there would be nothing but idleness and 
rapacity, but also in the sense we are inquiring 
into, because on a merely selfish ground the labour 
undergone, or the time lost, is entitled to an equi- 
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valent, etBteris manentibm. 4. If another, voloiio 
tazily, or for a consideration, resigns tome bis right 
in anything, it to all intents and purposes becomes 
mine. This accounts not only for gifts, the trans*- 
fer of property by bargains, &c., but for legacies, 
and the transmission of property in families or 
otherwise. It is hard to make a law to circum- 
scribe this right of disposing of what we have as 
we please ; yet the boasted law of primogeniture, 
which is professedly the bulwark and guardian of 
property, is in direct violation of this principle. 
5, and lastly. Where a thing is common, and there 
is enough for all, and no one contributes to it, as 
air or water, there can be no property in it. The 
proximity to a herring-fishery, or the having been 
the first to establish a particular traffic in such com- 
modities, may perhaps give this right by aggravat- 
ing our will, as having a nearer or longer power 
over them ; but the rule is the other way. It iB 
on the same principle that poaching is a kind of 
honest thieving, for that which costs no trouble and 
is confined to no limits seems io belong to no one 
exclusively— (why else do poachers or country peo- 
ple seize on this kind of property with the least 
reluctance but that it is the least like stealing ?) ; 
and as the game laws and the tenaciousness of the 
rights to that which has least the character of pro- 
perty, as most a point of honour, produced a revo^ 
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lution in one country, so they are not unlikely to 
produce it in another. The object and principle of 
the laws of property, then, is this : 1. To supply 
individuals and the community with what they 
need. 2. To secure an equal share to each indi- 
vidual, other circumstances being the same. 3. 
To keep the peace and promote industry and plenty 
by proportioning each man's share to his own ex- 
ertions, or to the good-will and discretion of others. 
The intention, then, being that no individual should 
rob another, or be starved but by his refusing to 
work (the earth and its produce being the natural 
estate of the community, subject to these regula- 
tions of individual right and public welfare), the 
question is, Tvhether any individual can have a right 
to rob or starve the whole community; or if the 
necessary discretion left in the application of the 
principle has led to a state of things subversive of 
the principle itself, and destructive to the welfare 
and existence of the state, whether the end being 
defeated, the law does not fall to the ground, or 
require either a powerful corrective or a total re- 
construction. The end is superior to the means, 
and the use of a thing does not justify its abuse. 
If a clock is quite out of order and always goes 
wrong, it is no argument to say it was set right at 
first and on true mechanical principles, and there- 
fore it must go on as it has done, according to all 

I 



y Google 



*/i20 PBOJECT FOR A NEW THEOEY OF . 

the rules of art ; on the contrary, it is taken to 
piieces, repaired, and the whole restored to the ori- 
ginal state, or, if tl^os is impofiisibk, a new one i9 
naade. So society, when out of order, which it i&i 
whenever the interests of the many are regularly 
and outrageously sacrificed to those of the few, 
must be repaired, and either a reforift or a revolu- 
tion cleanse it^ corruptions and renew its elasti- 
city. People talk of the poor laws aa a grievance. 
Either they or a national bankruptcy, or a revolu- 
tion, are neoessary. The labounng population 
have not doubled in the last forty years ; there are 
stiU no more than are necessary to do the work in 
husbandry, &c., that is indispensably required ; but 
the wages of a labouring man are no higher than 
they were forty years ago, aud the price of food and 
necessaries is at least double what it was then, 
owing to taxes, grants, monopolies, and immense 
fortunes gathered during the war by the richer or 
more prosperous classes, who- have not ceased to 
propagate in the geometrical ratio, though the 
poor have not done it, and the maintaining of wlxose 
yoimger and increasing branches in becoming 
splendour and affluence presses with double weight 
on the poor and labouring classes. The greater 
part of a. community ought not to be paupers or 
starving ; and when a government by obstinacy and 
madness has reduced ^em to that state, it must 
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either take wise and effectual measares to relieve 
them from it, or pay the forfeit of its own wicked- 
ness and folly. 

It seems, then, that a system of just and useful 
laws may be constructed nearly, if not wholly, on 
the principle of the right of self-defence, or the 
security for person, liberty, and property. There 
are exceptions, such, for instance, as in the case of 
children, idiots, and insane persons. These com- 
mon-sense dictates for a general principle can only 
hold good where the general conditions are com- 
plied with. There are also mixed cases, partaking 
of civU and moral justice. Is a man bound to sup- 
port his children? Not in strict political right; 
but he may be coiftpelled to forego all the benefits 
of civil society, if he does not fulfil an engagement 
which, according to the feelings and principles of 
that society, he has undertaken. So in respect to 
marriage. It is a voluntary contract, and the vio- 
lation of it is punishable on the same plea of sym- 
pathy and custom. Government is not necessarily 
founded on common consent, but on the right which 
society has to defend itself against all aggression. 
But am I bound to pay or support the government 
for defending the society against any violence or 
injustice ? No : but then they may withdraw the 
protection of the law from me if I refuse, and it is 
on this ground that the contributions of each indi- 
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vidual to the maintenance of the state are demanded. 
Laws are, or ought to be, founded on the supposed 
uifiBCtion of individual rights. If these rights, and 
the best means of maintaining them, are always 
dear, and there could be no injustice or abuse of 
power on the part of the government, every goyem- 
ment might be its own lawgiver : but as neither of 
these is the case, it is necessaiy to recur to the 
general voice for settling the boundaries of right 
and wrong, and even more for preventing the 
government, under pretence of the general peace 
and safety, from subjecting the whole liberties, 
rights, and resources of the community to its own 
advantage and sole will. 
1828. 
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ESSAY XII. 

ON THE CHAKACTER OP BURKE. 



Thebe is no single speech of Mr Burke which can 
convey a satisfactoiy idea of his powers of mind : 
to do him justice, it would be necessary to quote 
all his works ; the only specimen of Burke is, M 
that he wrote. With respect to most other speak- 
ers, a specimen is generally enough, or more than 
enough. When you are acquainted with their 
manner, and see what proficiency they have made 
in the mechanical exerdse of their profession, with 
what fecility they can borrow a simile, or round, a 
period, how dexterously they can argue, and object, 
and rejoin, you are satisfied ; there is no other dif- 
ference in their speeches than what arises from the 
difference of the subjects. But this was not the 
case with Burke. He brought his subjects along 
with him; he drew his materials from himself. 
The only limits which circumscribed his variety 
w6re the stores of his own mind. His stock of 
ideas did not consist of a few meagre facts, mea- 
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grely stated, of half-a-dozen common-places tortured 
in a thousand different ways: but his mine of 
wealth was a profound understanding, inexhaust- 
ible as the human heart, and various as the sources 
of human nature. He therefore enriched every 
subject to which he applied himself, and new 
subjects were only the occasions of calling forth 
fresh powers of mind which had not been before 
exerted. It would therefore be in vain to look for 
the proof of his powers in any one of his speeches 
or writings : they all contain some additional proof 
of power. In speaking of Burke, then, I shall 
speak of the whole compass and circuit of his mind 
— not of that small part or section of him which I 
have been able to give : to do otherwise would be 
like the story of the man who put the brick in his 
pocket, thinking to show it as the model of a house. 
I have been able to manage pretty well with respect 
to all my other speakers, vai curtailed them down 
without remorse* It was easy to reduce them 
within certain limits, to fix their spirit, and con* 
dense their variety ; by having a certain quantity 
given, you might in&r all the teet ; it was only the 
same thing over again. But who can bind Proteus, 
or ccofine the roving flight of genius? 

Burke's writings axe better than his speeches,^ 
and indeed his speeches are writings. But he 
seemed to feel himself more at ease, to have a fuller 
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possession of his faculliea in addressing the pdblic, 
than in addressing the House of Commons. Boxke 
was rtUsed into public life : and he seems to have 
been {»?ouder of thia new dignity than became ao 
great a man. For this reasoin, most of his speadfaes 
have a sort of parliameBtarj preamble to them: 
he seems fend of eoqueting with the Hoose nS 
ComaumSy and is perpetoally calling the Speaker 
out to dance a minuet with him, before he begins. 
There is also somethiBg like an attempt to stimu- 
late the superficial dulness of hia hearers by exdit* 
ing their surprise, by running into <a:trayaganee : 
and he sometimes demeans himself by eondescand- 
ing to what may be consodered as bordering too 
much upon buffoonery, fer the amuaement of the 
company. Those lines of Milton were admir- 
ably applied to him by scone one — "The ele- 
phant to make them i^x»rt wreathed his proboscis 
lithe." The truth is^ that he was out of his 
place in the House of Commons ; he was eminently 
qualified to shinie as a man e[ genius, as the in- 
structor ai mankind., as the brightest luminary of 
his age : bvthe had nothing in common with that 
motley erew of knights, citizens, and burgesses. 
He could not be said to be " natiT e and endued unto 
that element." He was aibofe it; and nerer 
appeared like himsd^ hot whoa, foigetful of the 
idle clamoma of party, and of the Kttle views of 
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little men, he applied to his country, and the en- 
lightened judgment of mankind. 

I am not going to make an idle panegyric on 
Burke (he has no need of it) ; hut I cannot help 
looking upon him as the chief hoast and ornament 
of the English House of Commons. What has 
been said of him is, I think, strictly true, that " he 
was the most eloquent man of his time : his ms- 
dom was greater than his eloquence.'* The only 
public man that in my opinion can be put in any 
competition with him, is Lord Chatham : and he 
moved in a sphere so very remote, that it is almost 
impossible to compare them. But though it would 
perhaps be difficult to determine which of them 
excelled most in his particular way, there is nothing 
in the world more easy than to point out in what 
their peculiar excellences consisted. They were 
in every respect the reverse of each other. Chat- 
ham's eloquence was popular : his wisdom was alto- 
gether plain and practical. Burke's eloquence was 
that of the poet ; of the man of high and unbounded 
fancy: his wisdom was profound and contempla- 
tive. Chatham's eloquence was calculated to make 
men act; Burke's was calculated to make them 
think. Chatham could have roused the fury of a 
multitude, and wielded their physical energy as ho 
pleased : Burke's eloquence carried conviction into 
the mind of the retired and lonely student, opened 
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the recesses of the human breast, and lighted up 
the face of nature around him. Chatham supplied 
his hearers with motives to immediate action: 
£urke furnished them with reoaons for action which - 
might have little effect upon them at the time, but 
for which they would be the wiser and better all 
their lives after. In research, in originality, in 
variety of knowledge, in richness of invention, in 
depth and comprehension of mind, Burke had as 
much the advantage of Lord Chatham as he was 
excelled by him in plain common sense, in strong 
feeling, in steadiness of purpose, in vehemence, in 
warmth, in enthusiasm, and energy of mind. 
Burke was the man of genius, of fine sense, and 
subtle reasoning; Chatham was a man of clear 
understanding, of strong sense, and violent pas- 
sions. Burke's mind was satisfied with speculation : 
Chatham's was essentially active: it could not rest 
without an object. The power which governed 
Burke's mind was his Imagination; that which 
gave its impetm to Chatham's was Will. The one 
was almost the creature of pure intellect, the other 
of physical temperament. 

There are two very different ends which a man 
of genius may propose to himself either in writing 
or speaking, and which will accordingly give birth 
to very different styles. He can hav^ but one of 
these two objects ; either to e^ch or strengthen 
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the miad ; either to ^imisfa ns with new ideas, to 
load the mind into new trains of thought, to which 
it was before unused, and which it was incapaMe 
of striking out I(m: itself ; or else to collect and em- 
body what we already knew, to rivet our old iM- 
pressions more deeply ; to make what was before 
plain still plainer, and to give to that which was 
^miliar all the effect of novelty. In the one case 
we xeceive an accession to the stock of our ideas ; 
in the other, an additional degree of life and energy 
is infused into them : our thoughts continue to 
flow in the same channels, but tlieir pulse is quick- 
ened and invigorated. I do not know how to dis- 
tinguish these different styles better than by calling 
them severally the inventire and refined, or the 
impressive and vigorous styles. It is only the 
subject-matter of eloquence, however, which is 
allowed to be remote or obscure. The things in 
themselves may be subtle and recondite, but they 
must be dragged out of their obscurity and brought 
struggling to the light; they must be rendered 
pUun and palpable (as &r as it is in the wit of 
man to do so), or they are no longer eloquence. 
That which by its natuial impenetrability, and in 
spite of every effort, remains dark and difficult, 
which is impervious to evoiy ray, on which the 
imagination can shed no lustre, which can be 
cbthed with no beauty, is not a subject for the ora- 
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tor or poet. At the same time it cannot be ex- 
pected that abstract truths or profound observations 
should ever be placed in the same strong and daz- 
zling points of view as natural objects and mere 
matters of fact. It is enough if they receive a 
reflex and borrowed lustre, like that which cheers 
the first dawn of morning, where the effect of sur- 
prise and novelty gilds every object, and the joy of 
beholding another world gradually emerging out of 
the gloom of night, *' a new creation rescued from 
his reign," Alls the mind vnth a sober rapture. 
Philosophical eloquence is in writing what chiaro 
scuro is in painting ; he would be a fool who should 
object that the colours in the shaded part of a 
picture were not so bright as those on the opposite 
side ; the eye of the connoisseur receives an equal 
delight from both, balancing the want of brilliancy 
and effect with the greater delicacy of the tints, 
and difficulty of the execution. In judging of 
Burke, therefore, we are to consider, first, the style 
of eloquence which he adopted, and, secondly, the 
effects which he produced with it If. he did not 
produce the same effects on vulgar minds as some 
others have done, it was not for want of power, but 
from the turn and direction of his mind.'i' It was 
because his subjects, his ideas, his arguments, were 

* For instance : he prodaced less eiftct on the mob that 
compoie the Engliih Hoase of Commons than Chatham or 
Fox, or even Fitt 
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less vulgar. The question is not whether he 
brought certain truths equally home to us, but how 
much nearer he brought them than they were be- 
fore. In my opinion, he united the two extremes 
of refinement and strength in a higher degree than 
any other writer whatever. 

The subtlety of his mind was undoubtedly that 
which rendered Burke a less popular writer and 
speaker than he otherwise would have been. It 
weakened the impression of his observations upon 
others, but I cannot admit that it weakened the ob- 
servations themselves ; that it took anything from 
their real weight or solidity. Coarse minds think all 
that is subtle, futile : that because it is not gross and 
obvious and palpable to the senses, it is therefore 
light and frivolous, and of no importance in the real 
afiairs of life ; thus making their own confined un- 
derstandings the measure of truth, and supposing 
that whatever they do not distinctly perceive, is 
nothing. Seneca, who was not one of the vulgar, 
also says, that subtle truths are those which have 
the least substance in them, and consequently ap- 
proach nearest to nonentity. But for my own part 
I cannot help thinking that the most important 
truths must be the most refined and subtle ; for 
that very reason, that they must comprehend a 
great number of particulars, and instead of refer- 
ring to any distinct or positive fact, must point out 
the combined efiects of an extensive chain of causes. 
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operating gradually, remotely, and collectiyely, and 
therefore imperceptibly. General principles are 
not the less true or important because from their 
nature they elude immediate observation ; they are 
like the air, which is not the less necessary because 
we neither see nor feel it, or like that secret influ- 
ence which binds the world together, and holds the 
planets in their orbits. The yery same persons 
who are the most forward to laugh at all systematic 
reasoning as idle and impertinent, you will the 
next moment hear exclaiming bitterly against the 
baleful effects of new-fangled systems of philosophy, 
or gravely descanting on the immense importance 
of instilling sound principles of moraHty into the 
mind. It would not be a bold conjecture, but an 
obvious truism, to say, that all the great changes 
which have been brought about in the mortal world, 
either for the better or worse, have been introduced 
not by the bare statement of facts, which are things 
abready known, and which must always operate 
nearly in the same manner, but by the develop- 
ment of certain opinions and abstract principles of 
reasoning on life and manners, on the origin of soci- 
ety and man's nature in general, which being obscure 
and uncertain, vaiy from time to time, and produce 
corresponding changes in the human mind. They 
are the wholesome dew and rain, or the mildew and 
pestilence that silently destroy. To this principle 
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of generalization all wise lawgivers, and the systems 
of philosophers, owe their influence. 

It has always heen with me a test of the sense 
and candour of any one helonging to the opposite 
party, whether he allowed Burke to be a great man. 
Of all the persons of this description that I have 
ever known, I never met with above one or two 
who would make this concession ; whether it was 
that party feelings ran too high to admit of any 
real candom*, or whether it was owing to an essen* 
tial vulgarity in their habits of thinking, they all 
seemed to be of opinion that he was a wild enthu- 
siast, or a hollow sophist, who was to be answered 
by bits of facts, by smart logic, by shrewd questions, 
and idle songs. They looked upon him as a man 
of disordered intellect^, because he reasoned in a 
sl^le to which they had not been used) and which 
confounded their dim perceptions. If you said that 
though you differed with him in sentiment, yet you 
thought him an admirable reasoner, and a close 
observer of human nature, you were answered with 
a loud laugh, and some baokneyed quotation. 
'' Alas ! JLeviathan was not so tamed ! ** They did 
not know whom they had to contend with. The 
corner-stone, which the builders rejected, beeame 
the head-comer, though to the Jews a stumblings 
Wpck, and to the Greeks foolishuesa; for indeed 
I cannot discover that he was much better under- 
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Stood by tbose of his own patty, if we may judge 
from the httle aflSnity there is between his mode of 
reasoning and theirs. — ^The simple clue to idl his 
reasonings on politics is, I think, as follows^ He 
did not agree with some writers, that diat mode of 
government is necessarily the best which is the 
cheapest. He saw in the construction of society 
other principles at work, and other capacities of 
fulfilling the desires, and perfecting the nature o£ 
man, besides those of securing the equal enjoymenjt 
of the means of animal life, and doing this at as 
little expense as possible. He thoti^t that the 
wants and happiness of men were not to be provided 
for, as we provide for those of a herd of catde, 
merely by attending to their physical necessities. 
He thought more nobly of his fellows. He knew 
that man had affections and passions and powers of 
imagination, as well as hunger and thirst, and the 
sense of heat and cold. He took his idea of poli- 
tical society from the pattern of private life, wishing, 
as he himself expresses it, to incorporate the do- 
mestic charities with the orders of tlie state, and to 
blend them together, fie strove to establish an 
analogy between the compact that binds together 
the community at large, and thtiit which binds 
together the severed fiimilies that compose it. He 
knew that the rules that form the basis of private 
morality are not founded in teason, that is, in the 
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abstract properties of those things which are the 
subjects of them, but in the nature of man, and his 
capacity of being affected by certain things from 
habit, from imagination, and sentiment, aa well as 
from reason. . 

Thus, the reason why a man ought to be attached 
to his wife and children is not, surely, that they are 
better than others (for in this case every one else 
^ought to be of the same opinion), but because he 
must be chiefly interested in those things which 
are nearest to him, and with which he is best ac- 
quaiuted; since his understanding cannot reach 
equally to every thing ; because he must be most 
attached to those objects which he has known the 
longest, and which by their situation have actually 
affected him the most, not those which in them- 
selves are the most affecting, whether they have 
ever made any iujipression on him or no ; that is, 
because he is by his nature the creature of habit 
and feeling, and because it is reasonable that he 
should act in conformity to his nature. Burke was 
so far right in saying that it is no objection to an 
institution, that it is founded in prejudice^ but the 
contrary, if that prejudice is natural and right ; 
that is, if it arises from those circumstances which 
are properly subjects of feeling and association, not 
from any defect or perversion of the understanding 
in those things which fall strictly under its juris- 
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diction. On this profound maxim he took his 
dtand. Thus he contended, that the prejudice in 
fftvour of nohility was natural and proper, and fit to 
be encouraged by the positive institutions of so- 
ciety ; not on account of the real or personal merit 
of ihe individuals, but because such an institution 
has I tendency to enlarge and raise the mind, to 
keep alive the memory of past greatness, to con- 
nect tke different ages of the world together, to 
cany lack the imagination over a long tract of time, 
and feed it with the contemplation of remote events : 
because it is natural to think highly of that which 
inspires us with high thoughts, which has been 
connected for many generations with splendour, 
and affluence, and dignity, and power, and privi- 
lege. He also conceived, that by transferring the 
respect from the person to the thing, and thus ren- 
dering it steady and permanent, the mind would be 
habitually formed to sentiments of deference, at- 
tachment, and fealty, to whatever else demanded 
its respect : that it would be led to fix its view on 
what was elevated and lofty, and be weaned from 
that low and narrow jealousy which never willingly 
or heartily admits of any superiority in others, and 
is glad of every opportunity to bring down all excel- 
lence to a level with its own miserable standard. 
Nobility did not, therefore, exist to the prejudice of 
the other orders of the state, but by, and for them. 
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The inequality of the different orders of society did 
not destroy the unity and harmony of the whote. 
The beahh and tvell-being of the moral world V9» 
to be promoted by the same means as the beauty of 
the natural world ; by contrast, by change, by fight 
and shade, by variety d parts, by order and pro« 
portion. To think of reducing all mankind to the 
same in^pid level, seemed to him the same absur- 
dity as to destroy the inequalities <^ surfoee in a 
country, for the ben^t of agriculture and com- 
meroo. In short, he beheved that the interests of 
men in society should be consulted, and their seve- 
ral stations and employments assigned, with a view 
to their nature, not as physical, bat as mc^al beings^ 
so as to nourish their hopes, to lift their imagina- 
tion, to enliven their &ncy, to rouse their activity, 
to sti^ngthen their virtue, and to fiimish the great- 
est number of objects of pursuit and means of en- 
joyment to beings constituted as man is, consustently 
with the order and stability of the whole. 

The same reasoning might be extended farther. 
I do not say that his arguments are condu^ve : 
but they are profound and true, as itur as ^y go. 
Theie may be disadvantages and abuses necessarily 
interwoven with his scheme, or opposite advantages 
of infinitely greater value, to be derived from another 
order of things and state of society. This, however, 
4oe8 not invalidate either the truth or importance of 
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Burke's reasoning ; since the advantages he points 
oixt as connected \rith the mixed form of govern- 
in^nt are really and neoessarily inherent in it : 
since thej are compatible, in the same degree, with 
no other; since the principle itself on which he 
rests his argument (whatever we may think of the 
application) is of the utmost weight and moment ; 
and since, on whichever side the truth lies, it is 
impossible to make a &ir decision without having 
the opposite side of the question clearly and fully 
stated to us. This Burke has done in a masterly 
manner. He presents to you one view or face of 
society. Let him who thinks he can, give the 
reverse side with equal force, beauty, and clearness. 
It is said, I know, that truth is one; but to this I 
camM)t subscribe, for it appears to me that truth is 
many. There are as many truths as there are 
tilings and causes of action and contradictory prin- 
ciples at work in society. In making up the 
account of good and evil, indeed, the final result 
must be one way or the other ; but the particulars on 
which that result depends are infinite and various. 

It will be seen from what I have said, that I am 
very far from agreeing with those who think that 
Burke was a man without understanding, and a 
merely florid writer. There are two causes which 
have given rise to this calumny ; namely, that nar« 
rowness of mind which leads men to suppose that 
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the truth lies entirely on the side of their own 
opinions, and that whatever does not nmke for 
them is absurd and irrational ; secondly, a trick 
we have of confounding reason with judgment, and 
supposing that it is merely the province of the im- 
derstanding to pronounce sentence, and not to give 
evidence, or argue the case; in short, that it is a 
passive, not an active faculty. Thus there are per- 
sons who never run into any extravagance, because 
they are so buttressed up with the opinions of 
others on all sides, that they cannot lean much to 
one side or the other; they are so little moved 
with any kind of reasoning, that they remain at an 
equal distance from every extreme, and are never 
veiy far from the truth, because the slowness of 
their faculties will not suffer them to make much 
progress in error. These are persons of great 
judgment. The scales of the mind are pretty 
sure to remain even, when there is nothing in 
them. In this sense of the word, Burke must be 
allowed to have wanted judgment, by all those who 
think that he was wrong in his conclusions. The 
accusation of want of judgment, in fact, only means 
that you yourself are of a different opinion. But 
if in arriving at one error he discovered a hundred 
truths, I should consider myself a hundred times 
more indebted to him than if, stumbling on that 
which I consider as the right side of the question, 
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he had committed a hundred absurdities in striving 
to establish his point. I speak of him now merely 
as an author, or as far as I and other readers are 
concerned with him ; at the same time, I should 
not differ from any one who may be disposed to 
contend that the consequences of his writings as 
instruments of political power have been tre- 
mendous, fatal, such as no exertion of wit or 
knowledge or genius can ever counteract or 
atone for, 

Burke also gave a hold to his antagonists by 
mixing up sentiment and imagery with his reason- 
ing ; so that being unused to such a sight in the 
region of politics, they were deceived, and could 
not discern the fruit from the flowers. Gravity is 
the cloak of wisdom ; and those who have nothing 
else think it an insult to affect the one without the 
other, because it destroys the only foundation on 
which their pretensions are built. The easiest 
part of reason is dulness; the generahty of the 
world are therefore concerned in discouraging any 
example of unnecessary brilliancy that might tend 
to show that the two things do not always go 
together. Burke in some measure dissolved the 
spell. It was discovered, that his gold was not the 
less valuable for being wrought into elegant shapes, 
and richly embossed with curious figures ; that the 
solidity of a building is not destroyed by adding to 
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it beauty and ornament; and that the strength of 
a man's understanding is not always to be esti- 
mated in exaot proportion to his want of imagi- 
nation. His understanding was not the less real, 
because it was not the only faculty be possessed. 
He justified the description of the poet,— 

" How channing la divine pliilosophy ! 
Not hxLnh. and crabbed as dull fools Bappose, 
But mnfical as is Apollo's lute t'* 

Those who object to this union of grace and beauty 
with reason, are in fact weak-sighted people, who 
cannot distinguish the noble and majestic form of 
Truth from that of her sister Folly, if they are 
dressed both alike ! But there is dways a differ- 
ence even in the adventitious ornaments they wear, 
which is sufficient to distinguish them. 

Burke was so tax from being a gaudy or fioweiy 
writer, that he was one of the severest writers we 
have. His words are the most like things ; his 
style is the most strictly suited to the subject. He 
unites every extreme and eveiy variety of compo- 
sition; the lowest and the meanest words and 
descriptions with the highest. He exults in the 
display of power, in showing the extent, the force, 
and intensity of his ideas ; he is led on by the 
mere impulse and vehemence of his fancy, not by 
the affectation of dazzling his readers by gaudy 
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conceits or pompous imiiges. He was completely 
(^utied away by his subject. He had no other 
object but to produce Hie strongest impression on 
his reader, by giving the truest, the most charac- 
teristic, the fullest, and most forcible description of 
things, trusting to the power of his own mind to 
mould them into grace and beauty. He did not 
produce a splendid effect by setting fire to the light 
vapours that float in the regions of &ncy, as the 
chemists make fine colours witji phosphorus, but 
by the eagerness of his blows struck fire from the 
flint, and melted the hardest substances in the 
furnace of his imagination. The wheels of his 
imagmadon did not catch fire from the rottenness 
of the materials, but fix)m the rapidity of their 
motion. One would suppose, to hear people talk 
of Burke, that his style was such as would have 
suited the " Lady^ Magazine ;" soft, smooth, 
showy, tender, insipid, full of fine words, without 
any meaning. The essence of the gaudy or glitter- 
ing style consists in producing a momentaiy effect 
by fine words and images brought together, with- 
out order or connexion. Burke most frequently 
produced an effect by the remoteness and novelty 
of his combinations, by the fotce of contrast, by 
the striking manner in ^niiich the most opposite 
and unpromising materials were harmoniously 
blended together; not by laying his hands on all 
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the fine things he could think of, but by bringing 
together those things which he knew would blaze 
out into glorious light by their collision. The florid 
style is a mixture of affectation and common-place. 
£urke*s was an union of untameable vigour and 
originality. 

Burke was not a verbose writer. If he some- 
times multiplies words, it is not for want of ideas, 
but because there are no words that fully express 
his ideas, ^nd he tries to do it as well as he can by 
different ones. He had nothing of the set or formal 
style, the measured cadence, and stately phraseo- 
logy of Johnson, and most of our modem writers. 
This style, which is what we understand by the 
artificial, is all in one key. It selects a certain 
set of words to represent all ideas whatever, as the 
most dignified and elegant, and excludes all others 
as low and vulgar. The words are not fitted to 
the things, but the things to the words. Every- 
thing is seen through a false medium. It is put- 
ting a mask on the face of nature, which may in- 
deed hide some specks and blemishes, but takes 
away all beauty^ delicacy, and variety. It destroys 
all dignity or elevation, because nothing can be 
raised where all is on a level, and completely de- 
stroys all force, expression, truth, and character, 
by arbitrarily confounding the differences of things, 
and reducing everything to the same insipid 
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Standard. To suppose that this stiff uniformity 
can add anything to real grace or dignity, is like 
supposing that the human hody, in order to he per- 
fectly graceful, should never deviate from its up- 
right posture. Another mischief of this method is, 
that it confounds all ranks in literature. Where 
there is no room for variety, no discrimination, no 
nicety to he shown in matching the idea with its 
proper word, there can he no room for taste or 
elegance. A man must easily learn the art of 
writing, when every sentence is to he cast in the 
same mould : where he is only allowed the use of 
one word, . he cannot choose wrong, nor will he he 
in much danger of making himself ridiculous hy 
affectation or false glitter, when, whatever suhject 
he treats of, he must treat of it in the same way. 
This indeed is to wear golden chains for the sake 
of ornament. 

Burke was altogether free from the pedantry 
which I have here endeavoured to expose. His 
style was as original, as expressive, as rich and 
varied, as it was possihle ; his comhinations were 
as exquisite, as playful, as happy, as unexpected, as 
hold and daring, as his fancy. If anything, he 
ran into the opposite extreme of too great an in- 
equality, if truth and nature could ever he carried 
to an extreme. 

Those who are best acquainted with the writings 
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and speeches of Burke will sot tfabk the praise I 
have here hesiowed oa tbaoa exi^ggeratod. Some 
pr(x^ will be found of this ijx the faBowiBg ex- 
tracts. Bui the full proof must he amght m his 
works at large, aad partieularlj in the ^Thoii^ts^ 
on the DiicoBteBts ;" in. his '' IReBMimm oa the 
Freneh Keirohitioii ;** in his *' Lett^ to the Didse 
of Bedford ;" aad in the " Regicide Pewe/' The 
two last of these are perhaps the most WBOBikAhLe 
of all his writings, fkom the contrast they afford to 
each other. The one is the most deli^tful 
exhibitkni of wild and brilUant famey that is to he 
found in English {Hiose, hut it is too mask like a 
beautiful picture painted upon gauze ; it wants some- 
thing to support it : the other is without oniament, 
but it has all the solidity, the weight, the gmvity 
of a judicial record. It seems to have been written 
with a certain constraint upon himself, and to ^ow 
those who said he could not reasou^ that his argu- 
ments mi^t be stripped of their ornaments without 
losing anytbing of their force. It is certainly, of 
all his works, that in which he has diown most 
power of bgioaL deduction, and the ostly one in 
which he hae made any important use ef facts. In 
general he certainly paid little attenticm to them : 
they were the playthings ef has mind. He saw 
them as he pleased, not as they were; with the 
eye of the philosopher Q«r the poet^ regarding them 
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only in their general principle, or as they might 
serve to decorate his subject This is the natural 
consequence of much imagination : things that are 
probable are elevated into the rank of reaUties. 
To those who can reason on the essences of things, 
or who can invent according to nature, the experi- 
mental proof is of little value. This was the case 
with Burke. In the presence instance, however, 
he seems to have forced his mind into the service 
of facts ; and he succeeded completely. His com- 
parison between our connexion with France or 
Algiers, and his account of the conduct of the war, 
are as clear, as convincing, as forcible examples of 
this kind of reasoning, as are anywhere to be met 
with. Indeed I do not think there is anything 
in Fox (whose mind was purely historical), or in 
Chatham (who attended to feelings m<»e than facts), 
that will bear a comparison with them. 

Burke has been compared to Oicero — I do not 
know for what reason. Their excellences are as 
different, and indeed as opposite, as they can well be. 
Burke had not the polished elegance; the ^ossy 
neatness, the artful regularity, the exquisite modu- 
lation of Cicero : he had a thousand times more 
richness and originality of mind, more streogth and 
pomp of diction. 

It has been well observed, that the ancients had 
no word that properly expresses what we mean by 
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the word genius. They perhaps had not the thing. 
Their minds appear to have been too exact, too 
retentive, too minute and subtle, too sensible to the 
external differences of things, too passive under 
their impressions, to admit of those bold and rapid 
combinations, those lofty flights of fancy, which, 
glancing from heaven to earth, unite the most 
opposite extremes, and draw the happiest illustra- 
tions from things the most remote. Their ideas 
were kept too confined and distinct by the material 
form or vehicle in which they were conveyed, to 
unite cordially together, or be melted down in the 
imagination. Their metaphors are taken from 
things of the same class, not from things of differ- 
ent classes ; the general analogy, not the individual 
feeling, directs them in their choice. Hence, as 
Dr Johnson observed, their similes are either repe- 
titions of the same idea, or so obvious and general 
as not to lend any additional force to it ; as when 
a huntress is compared to Diana, or a warrior 
rushing into battle to a lion rushing on his prey. 
Theh forte was exquisite art and perfect imitation. 
Witness their statues and other things of the same 
kind. But they had not that high and enthusi- 
astic fancy which some of our own writers have 
shown. For the proof of this, let anyone compare 
Milton and Shakspeare with Homer and Sophocles, 
or Burke with Cicero. 
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It may be asked whether Burke was a poet. He 
was so only in the general vividness of his flaiicy, 
and in richness of invention. There may be 
poetical passages in his works, but I certainly think 
that his writings in general are quite distinct from 
poetry ; and that for the reason before given, namely, 
that the subject-matter of them is not poetical. 
The finest part of them are illustrations or personi- 
fications of dry abstract ideas ;* and the union be- 
tween the idea and the illustration is not of that 
perfect and pleasing kind as to constitute poetxy, 
or indeed to be admissible, but for the effect in- 
tended to be produced by it ; that is, by every 
means in our power to give animation and attrac- 
tion to subjects in themselves barren of ornament, 
but which at the same time are pregnant with the 
most important consequences, and in which the 
understanding and the passions are equally inter- 
ested. 

I have heard it remarked by a person, to whose 
opinion I would sooner submit than to a general 
council of critics, that the sound of Burke's prose 
is not musical ; that it wants cadence ; and that 
instead of being so lavish of his imagery as is gene- 
rally supposed, he seemed to him to be rather par- 

* As in the comparison of the British Constitution to 
the ^* proud keep of Windsor," &c.y the most splendid pas- 
sage in his works. 
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simoniouB in the use of it, always expanding and 
making the most of his ideas. This may be true 
if we compare him with some of our poets, or per- 
haps with some of our early prose writeiis, but not 
if we compare him with any of our political writers 
or parliamentaiy speakers. There are some rely 
fine things of Lord Bolingbroke's on the same sub- 
jects, but not equal to Burke's. As for Junius, he 
is at the head of his class ; but that class is not the 
highest. He has been said to have more dignity 
than Burke. Yes-^if the stalk of a giant is less 
dignified than the strut of a petit-maitre* I do not 
mean to speak disrespectfully of Junius, but gran- 
deur is not the character of his composition ; and 
if it is not to be found in Burke, it is to be found 
nowhere. 
1807. 
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ESSAY XIII. 

ON THE CHAKACTEE OF FOX, 

I SHALL begin with observing generally, that Mr 
* Fox excelled all his contemporaries in the extent of 
his knowledge, in the clearness and distinctness of 
his views, in quickness of apprehension, in plain, 
practical common sense, in the full, strong, and 
absolute possession of his subject. A measure was 
no sooner proposed than he seemed to have an in- 
stantaneous and intuitive perception of its various 
bearings and consequences ; of the manner in which 
it would operate on the different classes of society, 
on commerce or agriculture, on our domestic or 
foreign policy ; of the difficulties attending its exe- 
cution ; in a word, of aU its practical results, and 
the comparative advantages to be gained either by 
adopting or rejecting it He was intimately ac- 
quainted with the interests of the different parts of 
the community, with the minuite and complicated 
detoils of political economy, with our external rela- 
tions, with the views> the resources, and the maxims 
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of other states. He was master of all those facts 
and circumstances which it was necessary to know 
in order to judge fairly and determine wisely ; and 
he knew them not loosely or lightly, but in number, 
weight, and measure. He had also stored his me- 
mory by reading and general study, and improved 
his understanding by the lamp of history. He was 
well acquainted with the opinions and sentiments 
of the best authors, with the maxims of the most 
profound politicians, with the causes of the rise and 
fall of states, with the general passions of men, with 
the characters of different nations, and the laws and 
constitution of his own country. He was a man of 
large, capacious, powerful, and highly cultivated 
intellect. No man could know more than he knew; 
no man's knowledge could be more sound, more 
plain and useful ; no man's knowledge could lie in 
more connected and tangible masses ; no man could 
be more perfectly master of his ideas, could reason 
upon them more closely, or decide upon them more 
inapartially. His mind was full, even to overflowing. 
He was so habitually conversant with the most intri- 
cate and comprehensive trains of thought, or such 
was the natural vigour and exuberance of his mind, 
that he seemed to recal them without any effort. 
His ideas quarrelled for utterance. So far from 
ever being at a loss for them, he was obliged rather 
to repress and rein them in, lest they should over- 
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wheim and confound, instead of informing the 
undeistandings of his hearers. 

K to this we add the ardour and natural impe- 
tuosity of his mind, his quick sensibility, his eager- 
ness in the defence of truth, and his impatience of 
everything that looked like trick or artifice or affec- 
tation, we shall be able in some measure to account 
for the character of his eloquence. His thoughts 
came crowding in too fieist for the slow and mecha- 
nical process of speech. What he saw in an instant, 
' he could only express imperfectly, word by word, 
and sentence after sentence. He would, if he 
could, " hare bared his swelling heart," and laid 
open at once the rich treasures of knowledge with 
which his bosom was fraught. It is no wonder 
that this difference between the rapidity of his 
feelings, and the formal round-about method of 
conununicating them, should produce some disorder 
in his frame ; that the throng of his ideas should 
tiy to overleap the narrow boundaries which con- 
fined tbem, and tumultuously break down their 
prison-doors, instead of waiting to be let out one 
by one, and following patiently at due intervals and 
with mock dignity, like poor dependents, in the train 
of words : — ^that he should express himself in hur- 
ried sentences, in involuntary exclamations, by ve- 
hement gestures, by sudden starts and bursts of 
passion. Everything showed the agitation of his 
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mind. His tongae fidtered, his voice became 
almost suffocated, and his £Eice was bathed in tears. 
He was lost in the magnitude of his subject. He 
reeled and staggered under the load of feeling which 
oppressed him. He rolled like the sea beaten by 
a tempest. Whoever, having the feelings of a man, 
compared him at these times with his boasted rival, 
—his stiff, straight, upright figure, his gradual 
contortions, turning round as if moved by a pivot, 
bis solemn pauses, his deep tones, " whose sound 
leverbed their own hollowness," must have said. 
This is a man ; that is an automaton. If Fox had 
needed grace, he would have had it ; but it was not 
the character of his mind, nor would it have suited 
with the style of his eloquence. It was Pitt*s 
object to smooth over the abruptness and intrica- 
cies of his argument by the gracefulness of his 
manner, and to fix the attention of his hearers on 
the pomp and sound of his words. Lord Chatham, 
again, strove to command others ; he did not tiy to 
convince them, but to overpower their understand- 
ings by the greater strength and vehemence of his 
own ; to awe them by a sense of personal superior- 
ity: and he therefore was obliged to assume a lofty 
and dignified manner. It was to him they bowed, 
not to truth ; and whatever related to himself, must 
therefore have a tendency to inspire respect and 
admiration. Indeed, he would never have at- 
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teinpted to gain that ascendant over men's minds 
that he did, if either his mind or body had be^ 
different from what they were ; if his temper had 
not urged him to control and command others, or 
if his personal advantages had not enabled him to 
secure that kind of authority which he coveted. 
But it would have been ridiculous in Fox to have 
affected either the smooth plausibility, the stately 
gravity of the one, or the proud, domineering, 
imposing dignity of the other ; or even if he could 
have succeeded, it would only have injured the 
effect of his speeches.* What he had to rely on 
was the strength, the solidity of his ideas, his com- 
plete and thorough knowledge of his subject. It 
was his business therefore to fix the attention of his 
hearers, not on himself, but on his subject ; to rivet 
it there, to hurry it on &om words to things : — the 
only circumstance of which they required to be con- 
vinced with respect to himself, was the sincerity of 

* There is an admirable, judicious, and truly useM 
remark in the preface to Spenser (not by Dr Johnson, for 
he left Spenser out of his poets, but by one Upton), that 
the question was not whether a better poem might not have 
been written on a different plan, but whether Spenser 
would haye written a better one on a different plan. I wish 
to apply this to Fox's tmgaiahf manner. I do not mean to 
say, that his manner was the best possible (for that would 
be to say that he was the greatest man oonceivable), but 
that it was the best for him. 
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liift opinions; and this would be best done by di0 
earnestness of his manner, bj giving a loose to his 
feelings, and by showing the most perfect forgetful* 
ness of himself, and of what others thought of him. 
The moment a man shows you either by affected 
words or looks or gestures, that he is thinking of 
himself, and you, that he is trying either to pleaae 
or terrify you into compliance, there is an end at 
once to that kind of eloquence which owes its effect 
to the force of truth, and to your confidence in the 
sincerity of the speaker. It was, howeyer, to the 
confidence inspired by the earnestness and sim-* 
plicity of his manner, that Mr Fox was indebted 
for more than half the ^ect of his speeches. 
Some others might possess nearly as much in- 
formation, as exact a knowledge of tbe sitoatioii 
and interests of the couxitry; but they wanted 
that zeal, that animation, that mithusiasm^ lliat 
de^ sense of the importance of the subject, 
which removes all doubt or suspicion from the 
minds of the hearers, and communicates its own 
warmth to eyeiy breast. We may conyince by ar- 
gument alone ; but it is by the interest we discover 
in the success of our reasonings, that we persuade 
others to feel and act with us. There are two circum- 
stances which Fox*s speeches and Lord Chatham's 
had in common : they are alike distinguished by a 
kind of plain downright comjnon sense, and by tbe 
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▼ehemence cff their maimer. But still there is a 
great difference between them, in both these re- 
spects. Fox in his opinions was governed by facts 
-—Chatham was more influenced by the feelings of 
others respecting those facts. Fox endeavoured to 
find out what the consequences of ai^ measure 
would be ; Chat^mm attended more to what people 
would think of it. Fox appealed to the practical 
reason of mankind ; Chatham to popular prejudice. 
The one repelled the encroachments of power by 
supplying his hearers with arguments against it ; 
the other by rousing their passions and arming 
their res^tment against those who would rob them 
of their birthright. Their vehemence and impetu- 
osity arose also from very different feelings. Id 
Chatham it was pride, passion, self-will, impatioice 
of control, a determination to have his own way, to 
carry everything before him ; in Fox it was pure 
good nature, a sincere love of truth, an ardent 
attachment to what he conceived to be right ; an 
anxious concern for the welfare and liberties of 
mankind. Or if we suppose that ambition had 
taken a strong hold of both their minds, yet their 
ambition was of a very different kind : in the one 
it was the love of power, in the other it was the 
love of fame. Nothing can be more opposite than 
these two principles, both in their origin and ten- 
dency. The one originates in a selfuah, haughty, 
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domineering spirit ; the other in a social and gene- 
rous sensihility, desirous of the love and esteem ci 
others, and anxiously hent upon gaining merited 
applause. The one grasps at immediate power by 
any means within its reach ; the other, if it does 
not square its actions by the rules of yirtue, at 
least refers them to a standard which comes the 
nearest to it — the disinterested applause of our 
country, and the enlightened judgment of posterity. 
The love of fame is consistent with the steadiest 
attachment to principle, and indeed stren^ens 
and supports it ; whereas the love of power, where 
this is the ruling passion, requires the sacrifice of 
principle, at eyery turn, and is inconsistent even 
with the shadow of it. I do not mean to say that 
Fox had no love of power, or Chathsftn no love of 
fame (this would be reversing all we know of hu- 
man nature), but that the one principle predomi- 
nated in the one, and the other in the other. My 
reader will do me great injustice if he supposes 
that in attempting to describe the characters of 
different speakers by contrasting their general 
qualities, I mean anything beyond the more or less : 
but it is necessary to describe those qualities simply 
and in the abstract, in order to make the distinction 
intelligible. Chatham resented any attack made 
upon the cause of liberty, of which he was the 
avowed champion, as an indignity offered to him*' 
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self. Fox felt it as a stain upon the honour of his 
countiy, and as an injuiy to the rights of his fellow 
citizens. The one was swayed hy his own passions 
and purposes, with very little regard to the conse- 
quences ; the sensibility of the other was roused, 
and his passions kindled into a generous flame, by 
a real interest in whatever related to the welfare of 
mankind, and by an intense and earnest contem- 
plation of the consequences of the measures he op« 
posed. It was this union of the zeal of the patriot 
with the enlightened knowledge of the statesman, 
that gave to the eloquence of Fox its more than 
mortal energy; that warmed, expanded, penetrated 
eveiy bosom. He relied on the force of truth and 
nature alone; the refinements of philosophy, the 
pomp and pageantry of the imagination were for- 
gotten, or seemed light and frivolous ; the fete of 
nations, the welfare of millions, hung suspended as 
he spoke ; a torrent of manly eloquence poured from 
his heart, bore down eveiything in its course, and 
surprised into a momentary sense of human feeling 
the breathing corpses, the wire-moved puppets, the 
stuffed figures, the flexible machineiy, the ** deaf 
and dumb things " of a court. 

I find (I do not know how the reader feels) that 
it is difficult to write a character of Fox without 
running into insipidity or extravagance. And the 
reason of this is, there are no splendid contrasts, no 
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Striking irregularities, no curious distinctions jto wwk 
upon ; no "jutting Meze, buttress, nor coigne of 
Vrantage," for the imagination to take bold ol It 
was a plain marble slab, inscribed in plain legible 
characters, without either hieroglyphics or canring* 
There was the same directness and manlj simpli- 
city in everything that he did. The whole of his 
character may indeed be summed up in two words 
— strength and simplicity. Fox was in the class of 
common men, but he was the first in that class. 
Though it is easy to describe the differences of 
things^ nothing is more difiBknilt than to describe 
their degrees or quantities. In what I am going 
to say, I hope I shall not be suspected of a design 
to under-rate his powers of mind, when in &ct I 
am only trying to ascertain their nature and direo* 
tion. The degree and extent to which he possessed 
them can only be known by reading, or indeed by 
having heard his speeches. 

His mind, as I have already said, was, I con- 
ceive, purely kistoricdl: and having said this, I 
have I believe said all. But perhaps it will be 
necessary to explain a little further what I mean. 
I mean, then, that his memoiy was in an extraor- 
dmaiy degree tenacious of facts; that they were 
crowded together in his mind without the least 
perplexity or confusion ; that there vras no chain of 
consequences too vast for his powers of comprehen- 
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rion; that the diflferent parts and lamifiGatkms of 
his subject were nerer so involved and intricate 
but that they were easilj disentangled in the 
dear prism of his understanding. The basis 
€)i his wisdom was experience : he not only knew 
what had happened, but by an exact knowledge 
of the real state of things, he could always tell 
what in the common course of events would hap- 
pen in future. The force of his mind was exerted 
on &ct8 : as long as he could lean directly unon 
these, as long as he had the actual objects to refer 
to, to steady himself by, he could analyse, he could 
eombine, he could compare and reason upon them, 
with the utmost exactness ; but he could not reason 
out of them. He was what is understood by a 
matter-of-fact reasoner. He was better acquainted 
with the concrete masses of things, their substantial 
forms and practical connexions, than with their 
abstract nature or general definitions. He was a 
man of extensive information, of sound knowledge, 
and clear understanding, rather than the acute 
observer or profound thinker. He was the man of 
business, the accomplished statesman, rather than 
the philosopher. His reasonings were, generally 
speaking, calculations of certain positive results, 
which, the data being given, must follow as mat' 
ters of course, rather than unexpected and remote 
truths drawn from a deep insight into human na- 
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tare, and the subtle application of general prind- 
pies to particular cases* They consisted chiefly 
in the detail and combination of a vast number of 
items in an account, worked by the known rules of 
political arithmetic ; not in the discoveiy of bold, 
comprehensive, and original theorems in the sci- 
ence* They were rather acts of memoiy, of conti- 
nued attention, of a power of bringing aU his ideas 
to bear at once upon a single point, than of reason 
or invention. He was the attentive observer who 
watches the various effects and successive move- 
ments of a machine already constructed, and can 
tell how to manage it while it goes on as it has 
always done ; but who knows littie or nothing of 
the principles on which it ia constructed, nor how 
to set it right, if it becomes disordered, except by 
the most common and obvious expedients. Burite 
was to Fox what the geometrician is to the me- 
ehanic. Much has been said of the ** prophetic 
mind" of Mr Fox. The same epithet has been 
applied to Mr Burke, till it has become proverbial 
It has, I think, been applied without much reason 
to either. Fox wanted the scientific part Burke 
wanted the practical. Fox had too littie imagina- 
tion, Burke had too much : that is, he was careless of 
facts, and was led away by his passions to look at 
one side of a question only. He had not that fine 
■onsibility to outward impressions, that nice tact 
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6t circumstances, which is necessary to the con- 
sommate politician. Indeed, his wisdom was 
more that of the legislator than of the active 
statesman. Thej hoth tried their strength in the 
Ulysses* how of politicians, the French Revolution : 
and they were hoth foiled. Fox indeed foretold 
the success of the French in comhating with 
foreign powers. But this was no more than what 
every Mend of the liberty of France foresaw or 
foretold as well as he. All those on the same side 
of the question were inspired with the same sagacity 
on the subject Burke, on the other hand, seems 
to have been before-hand with the public in fore- 
boding the internal disorders that would attend the 
Revolution, and its ultimate failure ; but then it is 
at least a question whether he did not make good 
his own predictions : and certainly he saw into the 
causes and connexion of events much more clearly 
after they had happened than before. He was 
however undoubtedly a profound commentator on 
that apocalyptical chapter in the histoiy of human 
nature, which I do not think Fox was. Whether 
led to it by the events or not, he saw thoroughly 
into the principles that operated to produce them ; 
and he pointed them out to others in a manner 
which could not be mistaken. I can conceive of 
Burke, as the genius of the storm, perched over 
Paris, the centre and focus of anarchy, (so he 
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would haT6 UB believe) hovering "with m^^ty 
wiogs outspread over the abyss, aad lenderiqg it 
piegnaQt/* watchii^ the passions of men graduallj 
unfolding themselTes in new situations, penetrating 
those hidden motives which huiried them ftom one 
extreme into another, arranging and analysing the 
principles that alternately pervaded the vast chaotio 
mass, and extracting the elements of order and the 
oement of social life from the decomposition of aU 
society : while Charles Fox in the meantime dog- 
ged the heels of the Allies, (all the way calling out 
to them to stop) with his sutler's bag, his muster- 
roll, and army estimates at his back* He said. 
You have only fifty thousand troops, the enemy 
have a hundred thousand : this place is dismantled, 
it can make no resistance : your troops were beaten 
last year, they must therefore be disheartened this. 
This is excellent sense and sound reasoning, but I 
do not see what it has to do with philosophy. Bat 
why was it necessary that Fox should be a philoso- 
pher ? Why, in the first place, Burke was a phi- 
losopher, and Fox, to keep up with him, must be 
so too. In the second place, it was necessary, in 
order that his indiscreet admirers, who have no 
idea of greatness but as it consists in certain namea 
and pompous titles, might be able to talk big about 
their patron. It is a bad compliment we pay to 
our idol when we endeavour to make him out some* 
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thing different fiom himself ; it shows that we are 
not satisfied with what he is. I have heard it 
said that he had as much imagination as Borke. 
To this extravagant assertion I shall make what I 
OMiceive to he a very cautious and moderate an* 
swer : that Burke was as superior to Fox in this 
respect as Fox perhaps was to the first person you 
would meet in the street. There is in fact hardly 
an instance of imagination to he met with in any 
of his speeches ; what there is, is of the rhetorical 
kind. I may, however, he wrong. He might ezod 
as much in profound thought, and richness of jfoncy, 
as he did in other things; though I cannot per* 
ceive it. However, when any one pubHshes a bode 
called The Beauties of Fox, containing the origi- 
nal reflections, briUiaut passc^es, lofiy metaphors, 
ion., to be found in his speeches, without the detail 
or connexion, I shall be very ready to give the 
point up. 

In logic Fox was inferior to Pitt— indeed, in all 
the formalities of eloquence, in which the latter 
excelled as much as he' was deficient in the soul or 
substance. When I say that Pitt was superior to 
Fox in logic, I mean that he excelled him in the 
formal division of the subject, in always keeping 
it in view, as &r as he chose ; in being able to 
detect any deviation from it in others ; in the mm- 
nagement of his general topios ; in being aware of 
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the mood and figure in which the aigoment must 
move, with all its nonessentials, dilemmas, and 
altematiyes; in never committing himself, nor 
ever suffering his antagonist to occupy an inch of 
the plainest ground, but under cover of a syllogism. 
He had more of " the dazzling fence of argument,*' 
as it has been called. He was, in short, better at 
his weapon. But then, unfortunately, it was only 
a dagger of lath that the wind could turn aside ; 
whereas Fox wore a good trusty blade, of solid 
metal, and real execution. 

I shall not trouble myself to inquire whether Fox 
was a man of strict virtue and principle ; or in 
other words, how fen he was one of those who screw 
themselves up to a certain pitch of ideal perfection, 
who, as it were, set themselves in the stocks of 
morality, and make mouths at their own situation* 
He was not one of that tribe, and shall not be tried 
by their self-denying ordinances. But he was 
endowed with one of the most excellent natures 
that ever feU to the lot of any of God*s creatures. 
It has been said, that '* an honest man's the noblest 
work of God.'* There is indeed a purity, a recti- 
tude, an integrity of heart, a freedom from every 
selfish bias, and sinister motive, a manly simplicity 
and noble disinterestedness of feeling, which is in 
my opuiion to be preferred before eveiy other gift of 
nature or art There is a greatness of soul that is 
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miperior to all the brilliancy of the undenstandisg 
This strength of moral character^ which is not only 
a more yaluable but a rarer quality than strength 
of understanding, (as we are oftener led astray by 
the narrowness of our feelings, than want of know- 
ledge) Fox possessed in the highest degree. He 
was superior to every kind of jealousy, of suspi- 
cion, of maloTolence ; to every narrow and sordid 
motive. He was perfectly above every species of 
duplicity, of low art and cunning. He judged 
of everything in the downright sincerity of his 
nature, without being able to impose upon him- 
self by any hollow disguise, or to lend his sup- 
port to anything unfair or dishonourable. He 
had an innate love of truth, of justice, of pro- 
bity, of whatever was generous or liberal. Nei- 
ther his education, nor his connexions, nor his 
situation in life, nor the low intrigues and viru- 
lence of party, could ever alter the simplicity of 
his taste, nor the candid openness of his nature. 
There was an elastic force about his heart, a fresh- 
ness of social feeling, a warm glowing humanity^ 
which remained unimpaired to the last. He was 
by nature a gentleman. By this I mean that he 
felt a certain deference and respect for the person 
of every man ; he had an unaffected frankness and 
benignity in his behaviour to others, the utmost 
liberality in judging of their conduct and motives. 
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A refined hmnanity oonstitates the cbaracter of a 
gentleman. He was the trae Mend of bis country, 
as £ur as it is possible for a statesman to be so. 
Bat bis love of bis coxmtiy did not consist in bis 
hatred of the rest of mankind. I shall conclude 
ibis aoooant by repeating what Bmrke said of him 
fit a lime when bis testimony was of the mostyalue. 
**To his great and masterly understanding he 
joined the utmost possible degree of moderation : 
he was of the most artless, candid, open, and bene- 
volent disposition ; disinterested in the extreme ; 
of a temper nuld and placable, even to a fault ; and 
without one drop of gall in his constitution.'' 
1807* 
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The character of Mr Pitt was, perhaps, one of the 
most smgular that ever existed. With few talents, 
and ievrex virtues, he acquired and preserved in 
one of the most trying sitnatdons, sud in spite of 
all opposition, the highest reputation for the pos* 
session of every moral excellence, and as having 
carried the attainments of eloquence and wisdom 
as feu: as human ahilities could go. This he did 
(strange as it appears) hy a negation (together with 
the common virtaes) of the common vices of human 
nature, and by the complete negation of every 
other talent that might interfere with the only 
one which he possessed in a supreme degree, 
and which indeed may be made to include the 
appearance of aU others^an artful use of words, 
and a certain dexterity of logical arrangement 
In these alone his power consisted ; and the de? 
feet of all other qualities which usually consti* 
tute greatness, contributed to the more complete 

L 
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success of these* Haying no strong feelings, no 
distinct perceptions, his mind having no link, as it 
were, to connect it mth the world of external 
nature, every suliject presented to him nothing 
more than a tabula rasa^ on which he was at^liberty 
to lay whatever colouring of language he pleased ; 
having no general principles, no comprehensive 
views of things, no moral habits of thinking, no 
^stem of action, there T^as nothing to hinder him 
from pursuing any particular purpose, by any 
means that offered; having never any plan, he 
could not be convicted of inconsistency, and his own 
pride and obstinacy were the only rules of his con- 
duct. Having no insight into human nature, no 
sympathy with the passions of men, or apprehen- 
sion of their real designs, he seemed perfectly in- 
sensible to the consequences of things, and would 
believe nothing till it actually happened. The fog 
and haze in which he saw everything communi- 
cated itself to others ; and the total indistinctness 
and uncertainty of his own ideas tended to confound 
the perceptions of his hearers more effectually than 
the most ingenious misrepresentation could have 
done. Indeed, in defending his conduct he never 
seemed ta consider himself as at all responsible for 
the success of his measures, or to suppose that 
future events were in our own power ; but that as 
the best-laid schemes might &il, and there was no 
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pioviding against all possible contingeiicies, this \ras 
a sufficient excuse for our plunging at once into any 
dangerous or absurd enterprise, without the least 
regard to consequences. His reserved logic con* 
fined itself solely to the possible and the impossible ; 
and he appeared to regard the probable and im- 
probable, the only foundation of moral prudence or 
political wisdom, as beneath the notice of a pro- 
found statesman ; as if the pride of the human in- 
tellect were concerned in never entrusting itself 
with sulgects, where it may be compelled to 
acknowledge its weakness.* From his manner of 

* One instance may serve as an example for all the rest : 
— ^When Mr Fox last summer (1805) predicted the failure 
of the new confederacy against France, from a considera- 
tion of the circumstances and relative situation of both 
parties, that is, £rom an exact knowledge of the actual 
state of things, Mr Pitt contented himself with answering 
— and, as in the blindness of his infatuation, he seemed to 
think quite satisfactorily, — ** That he could not assent to 
the honourable gentleman's reasoning, for that it went to 
this, that we were never to attempt to mend the situation 
of our aflairs, because in so doing we might possibly make 
them worse." No ; it was not on account of this abstract 
possibility in human afl^rs, or because we were not abso- 
lutely sure of succeeding (for that any child might know), 
but because it was in the highest degree probable, or morally 
certain, that the scheme would fail, and leave us in a worse 
dtuation than we were before, that Mr Fox disapproved of 
the attempt. There is m this a degree of weakness and 
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reasoning, he seemed not to have helieved that tibe 
truth of his statements depended on the reality of 
the facts, but that the things depended on the 
order in which he arranged them in words : yon 
would not suppose him to be agitating a serious 
question which had real grounds to go upon, but to 
be declaiming upon an imaginaiy thesis, proposed 
as an exercise in the schools. He never set him- 
self to examine the force of the objections that were 
brought against his measures, or attempted to 
establish these upon dear, solid grounds of his 
own ; but constantly contented himself with first 
gravely stating the logical form, or dilenmia, 
to which the question reduced itself, and then, 
after having declared his opinion, proceeded to 
amuse his hearers by a series of rhetorical common- 
imbecility, a defect of understanding bordering on idioiism, 
a fundamental ignorance of the first principles of haman 
reason and prudence» that in a great minister is utterly as- 
tonishing, and almost incredible. Nothing could ever 
drive him out of his dull forms, and naked generalities; 
which, as they are susceptible neither of degree nor vaca- 
tion, are therefore equally applicable to erery emergency 
that can happen : and in the most critical aspect of afiainiy 
he saw nothing but the same flimsy web of remote possi- 
bilities and metaphysical uncertainty. In his mind the 
wholesome pulp of practical wisdom and salutary advice 
was immediately converted into the dry chaff and husks 
of a mis^ble logic 
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places, connected together in grave, sonorous, and 
elaborately constructed periods, \9ith0ut ever show- 
ing their real application to the subject in dispute. 
Thus, if any member of the Opposition disapproved 
of any measure, and enforced his objections by 
pointing out the many evils with which it was 
fraught, or the difficulties attending its execution, 
his only answer was, '* That it was true there might 
he inconveniences attending the measure proposed, 
but we were to remember, that every expedient 
that could be devised might be said to be nothing 
more than a choice of difficulties, and that all that 
human prudence could do was to consider on which 
side the advantages lay; that for his part, he con- 
ceived that the present measure was attended with 
more advantages and fewer disadvantages than any 
other that could be adopted; that if we were 
diverted from our object by eveiy appearance of 
difficulty, the wheels of government would be 
clogged by endless delays and imaginary grievances; 
that most of the objections made to the measure 
appeared to him to be trivial, others of them un- 
founded and improbable ; or that if a scheme free 
from all these objections could be proposed, it might 
after all prove inefficient ; while, in the mean time, 
a material object remained unprovided for, or the 
opportunity of action was lost." This mode of 
reasoning is admirably described by Hobbes, in 
apeaMng of the writings of some of the Schoolmen, 
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of whom he says, that " They had learned the trick 
oi imposiiig what they list upon their readers, and 
declining the force of tnie reason hy yerbal forks : 
that is, distinctions which signify nothing, but serve 
only to astonish the multitade of ignorant men." 
That what I have here stated comprehends the 
whole force of his mind, which consisted solely in 
this eyasiYe dexterity and perplexing formality, 
assisted by a copiousness of words and common- 
place topics, will, I think, be evident to any one who 
carefully looks over his speeches, undazzled by the 
reputation or personal influence <^ the speaker. 
It will be in vain to look in them for any of the 
common proofs of human genius or wisdom. He 
has not left behind him a single memorable saying— 
not one profound maxim— one solid observations- 
one forcible description — one beautiful thought — 
one humorous picture—- one affecting sentiment.* 



* I do remember one passage which has some meaning 
in it. At the time of the Regency Bill, speaking of the 
proposal to take the King's seryants from him, he say^, 
" What mast that great personage feel when he waked from 
the trance of his faculties, and asked for his attendants, if 
he were told that his subjects had taken advantage of his 
momentary absence of mind, and stripped him of the sym- 
bols of his personal elevation." There is some grandeur in 
this. His admirers should have it inscribed in letteit of 
gold ; for they will not find another instanoe of the 
kind. 
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He has made no addition whatever to the stock of 
human knowledge. He did not possess anj one 
of those feixiulties which contribute to the instruc- 
tion and delight of mankind — depth of understand- 
ing, imagination, sensibility, wit, vivacity, clear 
and solid judgment But it may be asked, If these 
qualities are not to be found in him, where are we 
to look for them? And I may be required to 
point out instances of them. I shall answer, then^ 
that he had none of the profound legislative 
wisdom, piercing sagacity, or rich, impetuous, 
high- wrought imagination of Burke ; the manly 
eloquence, strong sense, exact knowledge, vehe- 
mence, and natural simplicity of Fox : the ease, 
brilliancy, and acuteness of Sheridan. It is not 
merely that he had not all these qualities in 
the degree that they were severally possessed by 
his rivals, but he had not any of them in any 
striking degree. His reasoning is a technical ar- 
rangement of unmeaning common-places; his 
eloquence merely rhetorical ; his style monotonous 
and artificial. If he could pretend to any one 
excellence in an eminent degree, it was to taste 
in composition. There is certainly nothing low, 
nothing puerile, nothing far-fetched or abrupt in 
his speeches ; there is a kind of faultless regularity 
pervading them throughout ; but iu the confined, 
mechanic^, passive mode of eloquence which he 
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adopted, it seemed rather more diflELoult to oommit 
errors than to ayoid them. A man ^o is deter- 
mined ne?er to move oat of the beaten road, cannot 
lose his way. However, habit, joined to the pecu- 
liar mechanical memory which he possessed, carried 
ihis correctness to a degree which, in an ezt^npo- 
wneousspeaker» was almost miracolous; he perhaps 
hardly ever uttered a sentence that was not perfectly 
segular and connected. In this respect he not only 
had the advantage over his own contemporaiies, 
but perhaps no one that ever lived equalled him in 
this singular fiiculty. But £9r this, he would always 
have passed for a common man ; and to this the 
constant sameness, and, if I may so say, vulgarity 
of his ideas, must have contributed not a litde, as 
there was nothing to distract his mind ftom tbja one 
object of his unintermitted attention ; and as even 
in his choice of words he never aimed at anything 
more than a certain general propriety, and stately 
uniformity of style. His talents were exactly fitted 
&r the situation in which he was placed ; where it 
was his boainess, not to overcome other^, but'to 
avoid being overcome. He was able to baffle op- 
position, not ftom strength or firmness, but from 
the evasive ambiguity and impalpable nature of his 
resistance, which gave no hold to the rude grasp of 
his opponents : no force could bind the loose phan- 
tom, and his mind (though *' not matchless, and 
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his pride humbled by such rebuke"), soon rose from 
defeat unhurt, 

« And in its liquid texture mortal wound 
Seoeiyd no more than can the fluid air."* 



* I will only add, that it is the property of true genius 
to force the admiration eren of enemies. No one wae eyer 
hated or enyied for his powers of mind, if others were con- 
Tinced of their real excellence. The jealousy and uneasi- 
ness produced in the mind bj the display of superior 
talents almost always arises £rom a suspicion that there is 
some trick or deception in the case, and that we are im- 
posed on by an appearance of what is not really there. 
True warmth and yigour communicate warmth and yigour ; 
and we are no longer inclined to dispute the inspiration of 
the oracle, when we feel the '* preaema Dimu *' in our own 
bosoms. But when, without jpuning any new light or heat, 
we only find our ideas thrown into perplexity and ooniu* 
sion by an art that we cannot comprehend, this is a kind 
of superiority which must always be pamful, and can 
nerer be cordially admitted. For this reason the extn^ 
ordinaiy talents of Mr Pitt were always Tiewed, except by 
these of his own party, with a sort of jealousy, and grudg- 
ingfy acknowledged ; while those of his riyals were ad- 
mitted by all parties in the most unresenred manner, and 
carried by acclamation. 

1806. 
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ESSAY XV. 

ON THE CHARACTER OF LORD 
CHATHAM. 



LoBD Chatham's genius burnt brightest at the 
last The spark of liberty, which had lain con- 
cealed and dormant, buried under the dirt and 
rubbish of state intrigue and vulgar faction, now 
met with congenial matter, and kindled up " a flame 
of sacred vehemence '' in his breast. It burst forth 
with a fury and a splendour that might have awed 
the world, and made kings tremble. He spoke as 
a man should speak, because he felt as a man 
should feel, in such circumstances. He came 
forward as the advocate of liberty, as the defender 
of the rights of his fellow-citizens, as the enemy 
of tyranny, as the friend of his country, and of 
mankind. He did not stand up to make a vain 
display of his talents, but to discharge a duty, to 
maintain that cause which lay nearest to his heart, 
to preserve the ark of the British constitution from 
every sacrilegious touch, as the high-priest of his 
calling, with a pious zeaL The feelings and the 
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rights of Englishmen were enshrined in his heart ; 
and with their united force braced eyery nerve, 
possessed eyeij &culty, and communicated warmth 
and vital energy to every part of his being. The 
whole man moved under this impulse. He felt 
the cause of liberty as his own. He resented eveiy 
injury done to her as an injury to himself^ and 
eveiy attempt to defend it as an insult upon his un- 
derstanding. He did not stay to dispute about 
words, about nice distinctions, about trifling forms. 
He laughed at the little attempts of little retailers 
of logic to entangle him in senseless argument. 
He did not come there as to a debating dub, or law 
court, to start questions and hunt them down ; to 
wind and unwind the web of sophistry ; to pidc 
out the threads, and untie every knot with scrupu- 
lous exactness ; to bandy logic with eveiy pretender 
to a paradox; to examine, to sift evidence ; to dis- 
sect a doubt and halve a scruple ; to weigh folly 
and knavery in scales together, and see on which 
cdde the balance preponderated; to prove that 
liberty, truth, virtue, and justice were good things, 
or that slavery and corruption were bad things. 
He did not tiy to prove those truths which did not 
require any proof, but to make others feel them 
with the same force that he did ; and to tear off 
the flimsy disguises with which the sycophants of 
power attempted to cover them. The business of 
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an orator is not to oo&vince, bat peiBiiade ; not to 
inform, but to rouse the mind ; to bnild upon the 
habitual prqudices of mankind, (for reason of 
itself will do nothing,) and to add feeling to preju- 
dice, and action to feeling. There is notMi^ new 
or curious or profound in Lord Chatham*s speeches. 
All is obTious and common ; there is nothing but 
what we already knew, or might have found out for 
ourselves. We see nothing but the familiar eyeiy- 
day fetce of nature. We are always in broad day- 
light. But then there is the same difference be- 
tween our own conceptions of things and his repre- 
sentation of them, as there is between the same 
objects seen on a dull cloudy day or in the blaze 
of sunshine. His common sense has the effect of 
inspiration. He electrifies his hearers, not by the 
novelty of his ideas, but by theur force and intensity. 
He has the same ideas as other men, but he has 
them in a thousand times greater cleaAiess and 
strength and vividness. Perhaps there is no man 
so poorly furnished with thoughts and feelings but 
that if he could recollect all that he knew, and had 
all his ideas at perfect command, he would be able 
to confound the puny arts of the most dexterous 
sophist that pretended to make a dupe of his un- 
derstanding. But in the mind of Chatham, the 
great substantial truths of common sense, the lead- 
ing maxims of the Constitution, the real interests 



y Google 



LOBD CHATHAM. 286 

and general feelings of mankind, were in a manner 
embodied. He comprehended the whole of his 
subject at a single glance — everytMng was firmly 
rivetted to its place ; there was no feebleness, no 
Ibrgetftilness, no pause, no distraction ; the ardour 
of his mind overcame every obstacle, and he crushed 
the objections of his adversaries as we crush an 
insect under our feet. — ^His imagination was of the 
same character with his understanding, and was 
under the same guidance. Whenever he gave way 
to it, it " flew an eagle flight, forth and right on ; '* 
but it did not become enamoured of its own motion, 
wantoning in giddy circles, or " sailing with supreme 
dominion through the azure deep of air." It never 
forgot its errand, but went straight forward, like an 
arrow to its mark, with an unening aim. It was 
his servant, not his master. 

To be a great orator does not require the highest 
Acuities of the human mind, but it requires the 
highest exertion of the common faculties of our 
nature. He has no occasion to dive into the 
depths of science, or to soar aloft on angels* wings. 
He keeps upon the sur&ce, he stands Arm upon 
the ground, but his form is ms^estic, and his eye 
sees fai and near : he moves among his fellows, 
but he moves among them as a giant amoi^ 
common men. He has no need to read the 
heavens, to unfold the isystem of the universe, or 
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create new worlds for the delighted bncy to dwell 
in ; it is enough that he see things as thej are ; 
that he knows and feels and remembers the common 
circmnstances and daily transactions that are passing 
in the world aromid him. He is not raised above 
others by bemg superior to the common interests, 
prejudices, and passions of mankind, but bj feeling 
them in a more intense degree than they do. 
Force, then, is the sole characteristic excellence of 
an orator ; it is almost the only one that can be of 
any service to him. Eefinement, depth, elevation, 
delicacy, originality, ingenuity, invention, are not 
wanted : he must appeal to the sympathies of 
human nature, and whatever is not founded in these, 
is foreign to his puipose. He does not create, he 
can only imitate or echo back the public sentiment. 
His object is to call up the feelings of the human 
breast ; but he cannot call up what is not already 
there. The first duty of an orator is to be under- 
stood by every one ; but it is evident that what all 
can understand, is not in itself difi&cult of compre- 
hension. He cannot add anything to the materials 
afforded him by the knowledge and experience of 
others. 

Lord Chatham, in his speeches, was neither 
philosopher nor poet. As to the latter, the difference 
between poetry and eloquence I take to be this : 
that the olgect of the one is to delight the imagi- 
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nation, that of the other to impel the will. The 
one ought to enrich and feed the mind itself with 
tenderness and beauty, the other furnishes it with 
motives of action. The one seeks to give immediate 
pleasure, to make the mind dwell with rapture on 
its own workings — ^it is to itself ** both end and 
use :" the other endeavours to call up such images 
as will produce the strongest effect upon the mind, 
and makes use of the passions only as instruments 
to attain a particular purpose. The poet lulls and 
soothes the mind into a foigetfulness of itself, and 
'' laps it in Elysium f' the orator strives to awaken 
it to a sense of its real interests, and to make it 
feel the necessity of taking the most effectual means 
for securing them. The one dwells in an ideal 
world ; the other is only conversant with realities. 
Hence poetry must be more ornamented, must be 
richer and fuller and more delicate, because it is at 
liberty to select whatever images are naturally most 
beautiful, and likely to give most pleasure; whereas 
the orator is confined to particular facts, which he 
may adorn as well as he can, and make the most 
of, but which he cannot strain beyond a certain 
point without running into extravagance and 
affectation, and losing his end. However, from 
the very nature of the case, the orator is allowed a 
greater latitude, and is compelled to make use of 
harsher and more abrupt combinations in the 
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decoration of his subject ; for his art is an attempt 
to reconcile beauty and deformity together : on the 
contrary, the materials of poetiy, which axe chosen 
at pleasure, are in themselTes beautiful, and 
naturally combine with whatever else is beautifuL 
Grace and harmony are therefore essential to poetry, 
because they naturally arise out of the subject; 
but whateyer adds to the effect, whatever tends to 
strengthen the idea or give energy to the mind, is 
of the nature of eloquence. The orator is only 
concerned to give a tone of masculine firmness to 
the will, to brace the sinews and muscles of the 
mind ; not to delight our nervous sensibilities, or 
eo&ea the mind into voluptuous indolence. The 
flowery and sentimental style is of all others the 
most intolerable in a jspeaJker. — I shall only add 
on this subject, that modesty, impartiality, and 
candour, are not the virtues of a public speaker. 
He must be confident, inflexible, unoHitroIlable, 
overcoming all opposition by his ardour and im- 
petuosity. We do not commamd others 1^ sympathy 
with them, but by power, by passion, by wilL 
Calm inquiry, sober truth, and speculative in^ 
diflerence will never carry any point. The passions 
are contagious ; and we cannot contend against 
opposite passions with nothing but naked reason. 
Ck)ncessions to an enemy. are clear loss; he will 
take advantage of them, but make us none in 
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return. He will magnify, the weak sides of our 
argument, but will be blind to whatever makes 
against himself. The multitude wiU always be 
inclined to side with that party whose passions are 
the most inflamed, and whose prejudices are the 
most inveterate. Passion should therefore never 
be sacrificed to punctilio. It should indeed be 
governed by prudence, but it should itself govern 
and lend its impulse and direction to abstract reason. 
Fox was a reasoner, Lord Chatham was an orator. 
Burke was both a reasoner and a poet ; and was 
therefore still farther removed from that conformity 
with the vulgar notions and mechanical feelings of 
mankind, which will always be necessary to give a 
man the chief sway in a popular assembly. 

1806. 
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« Tfay indi WM IfttiiB^ Hmij, io «Im« thoa^i." 

It 18 an axiom in modem philoaopbjr (among 
many other false ones) that belief is abedately 
InToluntary, since we draw our inferences from ttra 
premises laid before ns, and cannot possibly leceiTe 
any other impression of things than that which they 
naturally make upon us. This theoiy, that the 
understanding is purely passiye in the reception of 
truth, and that our couTictions are not in the 
power of our will, was probably first inyented €dr 
insisted upon as a screen against religious persecu- 
tion, and as an answer to those who imputed bad 
motiyes to all who difPered from the established 
fiiith, and thought they could reform heresy and 
impiety by the application of fire and the sword. 
No doubt, that is not the way: for the will in that 
case irritates itself and grows refiractoiy against the 
doctrines thus absurdly forced upon it; and as it 
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of the Church. But thea^^ force and teivor suiy 

laot be always tiie aorest way to make converta, it 

does mot fbUow that there may pot he other means 

of iziflaeiicing ovor opmm^ besides the nalsed azid 

abetamet eTideooe for any pn^positkm : the sua 

zaelts the resdution which the storm could not 

shake. In sach points as, whether an olrjeot is 

black or white or whether two and two make four.'it 

we may not be able to believe as we please or to 

deny tbe evidence of our season and senses: but in 

tjiose points on whidi mankind differ, or where we 

can be at all in sufi^ense as to whidbi side we shall 

take, the truili is not quite so {dain or palpable ; it 

admits of a variety of views and shades of coloaringt 

and it should appear that we can dwell upon whiehr 

eyer of these we choose, and heij^ten or softesi the 

dicumstanoes adduced in proof, according as pas** 

sion and indination throw their casting-weigbt into 

the scale. Let aoj one, Ibr instance, have been 

brooipM; up in an opBOca^ let him haye remained 

in it all his life, let him haye attached all his no> 

taoDS of respectability, of the approbation of his 

felbw'dtizens or his own self-esteem to it, let him 

then first hear it called in question, and a strong 

* Hobbei is of o^nloii that men would deoy thif, If 
tbej iMd any mtcceit in doing lo. 
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and unforeseen objection stated to it, will not tbi^' 
starde and shock him as if he bad seen a spectre,' 
and will he not struggle to resist tbe aiguments 
that would unsettle his habitual convictions, as be 
would resist tbe divonang of soul and bodj ? Will 
be come to the consideration of the question impar« 
tially, indifferently, and without any wrong bias, or 
give tbe painful and revolting truth the same cor^ 
dial welcome as the long-cherished and favourite 
prejudice ? To say that the truth or Msebood of a 
proposition is tbe only circumstance that gains it^ 
admittance into the mind, independency of the 
pleasure or pain it affords us, is itself an aasertaon 
made in pure caprice or desperation. A person 
may have a profession or employment connected 
with a certain belief, it may be the means of liveli- 
hood to him, and the changing it may require can* 
siderable sacrifices, or may leave him almost with*> 
out resource (to say nothing of mortified pride^— 
this will not mend the matter. The evidoioe 
against his former opinion may be so strong (or 
may appear so to bim) that he may be obliged to 
give it up, but not without a pang and after having 
tried every artifice and strained every nerve to give 
the utmost weight to the arguments favouring his. 
own side, and to make light of and throw those 
against him into the background* And nine times 
in ten this bias of the will and tampering with the. 
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fvools wHl prevail. It is only mth vety vigorous 
or veiy candid minds that the understanding exer- 
cises its jost and boasted prerogative, and induced 
its votaries to relinquish a profitable delusion and 
embrace the dowerless truth. Even then thej 
have tlie sober and discreet part of the world, all 
the hons peres de famtUe, who look principally to 
the main chance, against them, and they are 
regarded as little better than lunatics or piofiigates 
to fling up a good salary and a provision for them- 
selves and families for the sake of that foolish things 
a Conseimce ! With the herd, belief on all abstract 
and disputed topics is voluntary, that is, is deter- 
mined by considerations of personal ease and con- 
venience, in the teeth of logical analysis and demon- 
stration, which are set aside as mere waste of words. 
In short, generally speaking, people stick to an opi 
nion that they have long supported and that supports 
them. How else shall we account for the regular 
order and progression of society : for the mainte- 
nance of certain opinions in particular professions 
and classes of men, as we keep water in cisterns, 
iiU in feust they stagnate and corrupt : and that the 
world and every individual in it is not ''blown 
about with every wind of doctrine " and whisper of 
imcertamty? There is some more solid ballast 
fequired to keep things in their established order 
dian the restless fluctuation of opinion and " infi- 
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site agitotioa of wit" We find that feaj^ in 
Protestant coontries continne Protestanta, and in 
Catholic coimtries Papvts. This, it may be aa- 
Bwered, is owing to the ignoiK^aiioe ci the great mass 
of them ; bat is their &iih less bigoted^ because it 
18 not founded on a regular inyestigatioQ of the 
proofs, and is merely an obstinate determination to 
behere what they hare been told and aecustomed to 
beliere? Orisitnotthesamewiththedodxnni^i^the 
church and its most learned chamfacHis, who read 
the same texts, turn orer the same authorities, and 
discuss the same knottf points through their whole 
lives, only to arrire at apposite eonclusions ? How 
few are shaken in thebr opinions, tir haye the grace 
to confess it? Shall we then suppose them aH 
impostors, and that they keep up the farce of a 
system, of which they do not beHeve a syllable? 
Far from it : there may be indiyidual instances^ 
but the generality are not only sincere but Ingots. 
Those who are unbelievers and hypocritea scarcely 
know it themselves, or if a man is not quite a 
knave, what pains wiH he not take to make a fool 
of his reason, that his opinions may tcdly with hia 
professions? Is there then a Papist and a Protea- 
tant understanding — one prepared to receive the 
doctrine of transubstantiation and the other to 
rqject it? No such thing : but in either case the 
ground of reason is pre-oocupied by passion, habit» 
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example — the 9caLe9 we falaifud. Nothing can 
therefore be more inconsequential than to bring Hie 
authority <tf great names in fiivour of opinions long 
established and universally received. Cicero's being 
a Pagan was no proof in su{^rt of the Heathen 
mythology, but simply of his being bom at Borne 
before the Christian era ; though his lurking scepti- 
cism on the subject and sneers at the augurs t(dd 
against it, for this was an acknowledgment drown 
from him in q[»ite of a prevailing pr^udice. Sir 
Isaac Newton and Napier of Marchiston both wrote 
on the ApocdLyfw; but this is neither a ground 
for a speedy anticipation of the Millennium, nor 
does it invalidate the doctrine of the grovitation of 
the planets or the theoiy of logarithms. One party 
would borrow the sanction of these great names in 
support of their wildest and most mystical opinions; 
others would arraign them of folly and weakness fi>r 
having attended to such subjects at all. Neither 
inference is just It is a simple question of chro- 
nology» or of the time when these celebrated mathe- 
maticians lived, and of the studies and pursuits 
which were then chiefly in vogue. The wisest man 
is the slave of opinion, except on one or two points 
on which he strikes out a light for himself and holds 
a torch to the rest of the world. But we are dis- 
posed to make it out that all opinions are the resnll 
of reason, because they pro£9ss to be so ; and when 
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they are right, that is, when they sgtee with oun, 
that there can be no alloy of human frailty or per^ 
Tenity in them ; the very strength of our prejudice 
making it pass for pure reason, and leading us to 
attribute any deviation from it to bad- fiuth or some 
unaccountable singularity or infatuation. Alas, 
poor human nature! Opinion is for the most 
part only a battle, in which we take part and 
defend the side we have adopted, in the one case 
or the other, with a view to share the honour or the 
spoil. Few will stand up for a losing cause, or 
have the fortitude to adhere to a proscribed opi- 
nion; and when they do, it is not always from 
superior strength of understanding or a disinter- 
ested love of truth, but from obstinacy and suUen- 
ness of temper. To affirm that we do not cultivate 
an acquaintance with truth as she presents herself 
to us in a more or less pleasing shape, or is shabbily 
isttired or well-dressed, is as much as to say that we 
do not shut our eyes to the light when it dazzles 
us, or withdraw our hands from the fire when it 
scorches us. 

** Masterlea pamon iways us to the mood 
Of what it likes or loathes.** 

Are we not averse to believe bad news relating to 
ourselves — ^forward enough if it relates to others ? 
If something is said reflectmg on the character of 
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an intimate inend or near relative, how unmlling 
we are to lend an ear to it, how we catch at every 
excuse or palliating circumstance, and hold out 
against the clearest proof, while we instantly believe 
any idle report against an enemy, magnify the 
oommonest trifles into crimes, and torture the eyi- 
dence against him to our heart's content ! Do not 
we change our opinion oi the same person, and 
make him out to be black or white according to the 
terms we happen to be on ? If we have a fiavourite 
author, do we not exaggerate- his beauties and pass 
over his defects, and vice versa ? The human mind 
plays the interested advocate much oftener than 
the upright and inflexible judge, in the colouring 
and relief it gives to the facta brought before it. 
We believe things not more because they are true 
or probable, than because we desire, or (if the ima- 
gination once takes that turn) because we dread 
them. " Fear has more devils than vast hell can 
hold." The sanguine always hope, the gloomy 
always despond, from temperament and not from 
forethought Do we not disguise the plainest facts 
ftom ourselves if they are disagreeable ? Do we 
not flatter ourselves with impossibilities ? What 
girl does not look in the glass to persuade herself 
she is handsome? What woman ever believes 
herself old, or does not hate to be called so : though 
she knows the exact year and day of her age, the 
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more she tries to keep up ihe i^pearance of youth 
to herself and others? What lover would oyer 
acknowledge a flaw in the character (^ his mistreas» 
Mr would not construe her turning her back on him 
into a proof of attachment ? The story of Janu- 
ary and May is pat to our purpose ; for the credu- 
lity of mankind as to what toudies our inclinations 
has been proverbial in all ages : yet we are told 
that the mind is passiye in making up these wilful 
accounts, and is guided by nothing but the pros 
and cam of evidence. Even in action and where 
We may determine by pioper precaution the event 
of things, instead of being compelled to shut oar 
eyes to what we cannot help, we still are the dupes 
of the feeling of the moment^ and prefer amnsing 
ourselves with fail appearances to securing more 
solid benefits by a sacrifice of Imagination and 
stubborn Will to Truth. The blindness of passion 
to the most obvious and well-known consequences is 
depbrable. There seems to be a particular fetality 
in this respect Because a thing is in our power 
HU we have committed ourselves, we appear to 
dally, to trifle with, to make light of it, and to 
think it will still be in our power after we have 
committed ourselves. Strange perversion of the 
reasoning Acuities, which is little short of madness, 
and which yet is one of the constant and practical 
sophisms of human life ! It is as if one should 
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-say — ^I am in no danger ftom a tremendous ma- 
chiiie unless I touch such a spring and therefore I 
will approach it, I will play with the danger, I will 
laugh at it, and at last in pure sport and wantoi^ 
ness of heart, from my sense of preyious security, 
I wiU touch it— and then*s an end. While the 
thing remainfl in contemplation, we may he said 
to stand safe and smiling on the hrink : as soon i^ 
we proceed to action we are drawn into the Tortez 
of passion and hurried to our destruction. A per- 
son taken up with some one purpose or passion is 
intent only upon that : he drives out the thought 
of eveiything hut its gratification : in the pursuit 
of that he is hlind to consequences : his first ol:!3ect 
being attained, they all at once, and as if by magio, 
rush upon his mind. The engine recoilB, he is 
caught in his own snare. A servant girl, for sotne 
pique, or for an angry word, determines to poison 
her mistress. She knows beforehand (just as well 
as she does afterwards) that it is at least a hun- 
dred chances to one she will be hanged if she suc- 
ceeds, yet this has no more effect upon her than if 
she had never heard of any such matter. The 
only idea that occupies her mind and hardens it 
against eveiy other, is that of the a£&ont she has 
received, and the desire of revoige; she bioods 
over it ; she meditates the mode, she is haunted 
with her scheme night and day; it works like poi- 
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8(m ; it grows into a madness, and she can have 
no peace till it is aocompUBhed and offhertmid; 
but the moment this is the case, and her passion is 
assuaged, fear takes place of hatred, the slightest 
suspicion alarms her mth the certainty of her &te, 
from which she before wilfully ayerted her thoa^ts ; 
she runs wildly from the officers before they know 
ftnything of the matter ; the gallows stares her in 
the face, and if none else accuses her, so full is she 
of her danger and her guHt, that she probably 
betrays herself. She at first woiild see no conse- 
quences to result from her crime bat the getting 
rid of a present uneasiness ; she now sees the very 
worst The whole seems to depend on the turn 
given to the imagination, on our immediate dispo^ 
sition to attend to this or that Tiew of the subject, 
the evil or the good. As long as our intention is 
unknown to the world, before it breaks out into 
action, it seems to be deposited in our own bosoms, 
to be a mere feverish dream, and to be left with 
all its consequences under our imaginary control : 
but no sooner is it realized and known to othersy 
than it f^peais to have escaped from our reach, 
we fancy the whole world are iip in arms against 
ns, and vengeance is ready to pursue and ov^^ 
take us. So in the pursuit of pleasure, we see 
only that side of the question which we improve: 
the disagreeable consequences (whidi may take 



y Google 



BBLIBF, WHE1!HEB VOLUNTABT? 301 

I^ace) make no part of our intention or concern, or 
q{ the wayward exezciBe of onr will : if they should 
liappen we cannot help it ; they form an ugly and 
unwished-for contrast to our favourite speculation : 
we turn our thoughts another way, repeating the 
adage quod sic m^i ostendis ineredukta odu It is 
a good remark in * Vivian Grey/ that a bankrupt 
walks the streets the day before hk name is in the 
Gazette with the same erect and confident brow 
as ever, and only feels the mortification of his 
situation after it becomes known to others. Such 
is the force of sympathy, and its power to take off 
the edge of internal conviction ! As long as we can 
impose upon the world, we can impose upon our- 
selves, and trust to the flattering appearances, 
though we know them to be false. We put off the 
evil day as long as we can, make a jest of it as the 
certainty becomes more painful, and refuse to ac- 
knowledge the secret to ourselves till it can no 
longer be kept from all the world. In short, we 
believe just as little or as much as we please of 
those things in which our will can be supposed to 
interfere ; and it is only by setting aside our own 
interests and inclinations on more general questions 
that we stand any chance of arriving at a fair and ra- 
tional judgment Those who have the laigest hearts 
have the soundest understandings ; and he is the 
truest philosopher who can foiget himself. This is 
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tbe reafloa why philoMphexs aw often said to be mid, 
tor thinking only of tibe alMtact troth an<l of none 
of its worldly adjnnotB,— -it aeems like an aliaenoe 
of mind, or as if the devil bad got into them! If 
belief were not in some degree yolnntazy, or wem 
grounded entiiely on strict endence and A^adkat» 
proof, every one wodd be a martyr to biaopi* 
mens, and we should have no power of etading or 
^ossing oyer those matter-of<'frd: ooncbsions ftr 
which poeitiYe TOocheiB cocdd be produced, however 
painful these oonclusJons mi^^ be to our own feel- 
ings, or ofiensiye to the prcpidioes ctf othenu 
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A FAREWELL TO BSSAYWRITING. 



<< Thki life is beib, if qniflfe ^e iB iMMtt" 

Food, warmth, deep, and a book ; these are aQI 
at present ask — ^the uUima Thide of mj wandering 
desires. Do you not then wish for 

<< A friMkd in your Ntrea^ 
Wham yon may whiiperi aoUfeade is sweet t*' 

Expected, well enough : — gone, still better. Such 
attractionB are strengthened by distance. Nor a 
mistress ? ** BeaatiM mask ! I know thee ! ** 
When I can judge of the heart from the &ce, of the 
thoughts from the lips, I may again trust myself. 
Instead of these, give me the robin red-breast, 
peckmg the crumbs at the door, or warbling on the 
leafless spray, the same glancing form that has fol- 
lowed me wherever I have been, and *< done its 
spiriting gently ;** or the rich notes of the thrush 
that startle the ear (tf winter, and seem to have 
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drunk up the full draught of joy from the veiy sense 
of contrast. To these I adhere, and am fedthful, 
fer thej are true to me ; and, dear in themselyes, 
are dearer for the sake of what is departed, leading 
me hack (by the Imnd) to that dreaming world, in 
the innocence of which they sat and made sweet 
music, waking the promise of future years, and 
answered by the eager throbbings of my own breast. 
But now '' the credulous hope of mutual minds is 
o'er," and I turn back from the world that has 
deceived me, to nature that lent it a fedse beauty, 
and that keeps up the illusion of the past. As I 
quaff my libations of tea in a morning, I love to 
watch the clouds sailing from the west, and fancy 
that ''the spring comes slowly up this way.** In this 
hope, while *' fields are dank and ways are mire," 
I follow the same direction to a neighbouring wood, 
where, having gained the dry, level greensward, I 
can see my way for a mile before me, closed in on 
each side by copse-wood, and ending in a point of 
light more or less brilliant, as the day is bright or 
cloudy. What a walk is this to me I I have no 
need of book or companion — ^the days, the hours, 
the thoughts of my youth are at my side, and blend 
with the air that £Ems my cheek. Here I can 
saunter for hours, bending my eye forward, stop- 
ping and turning to look back, thinking to strike 
off into some less trodden path, yet hesitating to 
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quit the one I am in, afraid to snap the brittle 
threads of memoiy. I remark the shining trunks 
and slender branches of the birch-trees, waving in 
the idle breeze ; or a pheasant springs up on whir- 
ring wing ; or I recal the spot where I once found 
a wood-pigeon at the foot of a tree, weltering in its 
gore, and think how many seasons have flown since 
" it left its little life in air." Dates, names, faces 
come back— to what purpose? Or why think of 
them now ? Or rather, why not think of them 
oftener ? We walk through life, as through a nar- 
row path, with a thin curtain drawn around it; 
behind are ranged rich portraits, airy harps are 
strung — yet we will not stretch forth our hands and 
lift aside the veil, to catch glimpses of the one, or 
sweep the chords of the other. As in a theatre, 
when the old-fashioned green curtain drew up, 
groups of figures, fantastic dresses, laughing faces, 
rich banquets, stately columns, gleaming vistas 
appeared beyond ; so we have only at any time to 
" peep through the blanket of the pasjt," to possess 
ourselves at once of all that has regaled our senses, 
that is stored up in our memory, that has struck 
our fancy, that has pierced our hearts :— yet to all 
this we are indifferent, insensible, and seem intent 
only on the present vexation, the future disappoint- 
ment. If there is a Titian hanging up in the room 
with me, I scarcely regard it : how then should I be 

N 
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expected to strain the mental eye so far, or to 
throw down, by the maf^o spells of the wiU, tha 
stone-walls that enclose it in the Louvre ? There 
is one head there of which I have often thou^t, 
when looking at it, that nothing shotdd ever dis* 
turb me again, and I would become the character 
it represents — ^snch perfect caJmness and sdf-pos- 
session reigns in it ! Why do I not hang an image 
of this in some dusky comer of my brain, and torn 
an eye upon it ever and anon, as I have need of 
some such talisman to calm my troubled thoughts ? 
The attempt is fruitless, if not natural ; or, Mke 
that of the French, to hang garlands on the grave, 
and to conjure back the dead by miniature-pictares 
of them while living ! It is only some actual com* 
cidence or local association that tends, without 
violence, to ** open all the cells where memorj 
slept." I can easily, by stooping over the long- 
sprent grass and clay cold clod, recal the tufts of 
primroses, or purple hyacinths, that formerly grew 
on the same spot, and cover the bushes with leaves 
and singing-birdS) as they were eighteen summera 
ago; or prolonging my walk and hearing the 
sighing gale rustle through a tall, strait wood at 
the end of it, can fioncy that I distinguish the cry 
of hounds, and the fatal group issuing from it, as in 
the tale of Theodore and Honoiia. A moaning 
gust of wind aids the belief; I look once more to 
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see whether the trees before me answer to the idea 
of the horror-stricken grove, and an air-built city 
towers over their grej tops. 

*' Of all the cities in Romanian lands, 
The chief and most renownM Ravenna stands/ 

I return home resolved to read the entire poem 
through, and, after dinner, drawing my chair to the 
fire, and holding a small print close to my eyes, 
launch into the full tide of Diyden's couplets 
(a stream of sound), comparing his didactic and 
descriptive pomp with the simple pathos and 
picturesque truth of Boccacio's story, and tasting 
with a pleasure, which none but an habitual reader 
can feel^ some quaint examples of pronunciation in 
this accomplished versifier. 

" Which when Honoria view d, 
The fresh impvke her former fright renew'd." 

TTieodore and Honoria, 
" And made th' uuuU, which in his grief appears. 
The means to mouzn thee with my pious tears." 
Sigiamonda and Ouiscardo. 

These tiifling instances of the wavering and un- 
settled state of the language give double effect to 
the firm and stately march of the verse, and make 
me dwell with a sort of tender interest on the diffi- 
culties and doubts of an earlier period of literature. 
They pronounced words then in a manner which 
we should laugh at now ; and they wrote vezse in 
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a manner which we can do anything hut laugh at. 
The pride of a new acquisition seems to give fresh 
confidence to it; to impel the rolling syllahles 
through the moulds provided for them, and to 
overflow the envious bounds of rhyme into time- 
honoured triplets. 

What sometimes surprises me in looking back 
to the past, is, with the exception already stated, 
to find myself so little changed in the time. The 
same images and trains of thought stick by me : . 
I have the same tastes, likings, sentiments, and 
wishes that I had then. One great ground of con- 
fidence and support has, indeed, been struck from 
under my feet ; but I have made it up to myself 
by proportionable pertinacity of opinion. The suc- 
cess of the great cause, to which I had vowed my- 
self, was to me more than all the world : I had a 
strength in its strength, a resource which I knew 
not of, till it failed me for the second time. 

'< Fairn was Glensrtny's stately tree t 
Oh 1 ne'er to see Lord Ronald more T 

It was not till I saw the axe laid to the root, 
that I found the full extent of what I had to lose 
and suffer. But my conviction of the right was 
only established by the triumph of the wrong ; 
and my earliest hopes will be my last regrets. One 
source of this unbendingness, (which some may call 
obstinacy,) is that, though Uviug much alone, I hare 
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never worshipped the Echo. I see plainly enoi^h 
that hlack is not white, that the grass is green, 
that kings are not their subjects ; and, in such self- 
evident cases, do not think it necessary to collate 
my opinions with the received prejudices. In 
subtler questions, and matters that admit of doubt, 
as I do not impose my opinion on others without a 
reason, so I will not give up mine to them without 
a better reason ; and a person calling me names, 
or giving himself airs of authority, does not con- 
vince me of his having taken more pains to find 
out the truth than I have, but the contrary. Mr 
Giflford once said, that " while I was sitting over 
my gin and tobacco-pipes, I fancied myself a Leib- 
nitz." He did not so much as know that I had 
ever read a metaphysical book: — ^was I there- 
fore, out of complaisance or deference to him, to 
forget whether I had or not? Leigh Hunt is 
puzzled to reconcile the shyness of my preten- 
sions, with the inveteracy and sturdiness of my 
principles. I should have thought they were 
nearly the same thing. Both from disposition and 
habit, I can assume nothing in word, look, or man- 
ner. I cannot steal a march upon public opinion 
in any way. My standing upright, speaking loud, 
entering a room gracefully, proves nothing ; there- 
fore I neglect these ordinary means of recommend- 
ing myself to the good graces and admiration of 
strangers (and, as it appears, even of philosophers 
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and Mends). Whj? Because I hare other re- 
sources, or, at least, am absorbed in other studies 
and pursuits. Suppose this absorption to be ex- 
treme, and even morbid — that I have brooded 
over an idea till it has become a kind of substance 
in my brain, that I have reasons for a thing which 
I have found out with much labour and pains, and 
to which I can scarcely do justice without the 
utmost violence of exertion, (and that only to a few 
peiBoos,) — ^is this a reason for my playing off my 
out-of-the-way notions in all companies, wearing a 
prim and self-complacent air, as if I were *' the 
admired of all observers ? " or is it not rather an 
argument, (together with a want of animal spirits,) 
why I should retire into myself, and perhaps 
acquire a nervous and uneasy look, from a consci- 
ousness of the disproportion between the interest 
and conviction I feel on certain subjects, and my 
abiUty to communicate what weighs upon my own 
mind to others ? If my ideas, which I do not 
avouch, but suppose, lie below the surface, why am 
I to be always attempting to dazzle superficial 
people with them, or smiling, delighted, at my own 
want of success ? 

In matters of taste and feeling, one proof that 
my conclusions have not been quite shallow or 
hasty, is the circumstance of their having been 
lasting, I have the same favourite books, pictures, 
passages, that I ever had : I may therefore pre* 
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Bume that they will last me my life— nay, I may 
indulge a hope that my thoughts will survive me. 
This continuity of impression is the only thing on 
which I pride myself. Even Lamb, whose relish 
of certain things is as keen and earnest as possible, 
takes a smfeit of admiration, and I should be afraid 
to ask about his select authors or particular friends, 
after a lapse of ten years. As to myself, any one 
knows where to have me. What I have once made 
up my mind to, I abide by to the end of the chap- 
ter. One cause of my independence of opinion is, 
I believe, the liberty I give to others, or the very 
diffidence and distrust of making converts. I 
should be au excellent man on a jury. I might 
say little, but should starve "the other eleven 
obstinate fellows " out. I remember Mr Godwin 
writing to Mr Wordsworth, that " his tragedy of 
Antonio could not fail of success." It was damned 
past all redemption. I said to Mr Wordsworth 
that I thought this a natural consequence ; for how 
could any one have a dramatic turn of mind who 
judged entirely of others fix)m himself? Mr God- 
win might be convinced of the excellence of his 
work ; but how could he know that others would be 
convinced of it, unless by supposing that they were 
as wise as himself, and as infallible critics of dra- 
matic poetry — so many Aristotles sitting in judg- 
ment on Euripides! This shows why pride is 
connected with shyness and reserve ; for the really 
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proud have not so high an opinion of the generalitj 
as to suppose that they can understand them, or 
that there is any common measure between them. 
So Dryden exclaims of his opponents with bitter 
disdain-^ 

** Nor can I think wbat thoaghts they can eonoeiye." 

I have not sought to make partisans, still less did 
I dream of making enemies ; and have therefore 
kept my opinions myself, whether they were cur- 
rently adopted or not. To get others to come into 
our ways of thinking, we must go over to theirs ; 
and it is necessaiy to follow, in order to lead. At 
the time I lived here formerly, I had no suspicion 
that I should ever become a voluminous writer ; 
yet I had just the same confidence in my feelings 
before I had ventured to air them in public as I 
have now. Neither the outcry /or or against moves 
me a jot : I do not say that the one is not more 
agreeable than the other. 

Not far from the spot where I write, I first read 
Chaucer's Flower and Leaf, and was charmed with 
that young beauty, shrouded in her bower, and lis- 
tening with ever-fresh delight to the repeated song 
of the nightingale close by her — the impression of 
the scene, the vernal landscape, the cool of the 
morning, the gushing notes of the songstress, 

" And ayen, methought she song dose by mine ear," 

is as vivid as if it had been of yesterday; and 
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nothing can persuade me that that is not a fine 
poem. I do not find this impression conveyed in 
Dryden's version, and therefore nothing can per- 
suade me that that is as fine. I used to walk out 
at this time with Mr and Miss Lamb of an even* 
ing, to look at the Claude Lorraine skies over our 
heads melting from azure into purple and gold, 
and to gather miffihrooms, that sprung up at our 
feet, to throw into our hashed mutton at supper. 
I was at that time an enthusiastic admirer of 
Claude, and could dwell for ever on one or two of 
the finest prints from him hung round my little 
room; the fleecy flocks, the bending trees, the 
winding streams, the groves, the nodding temples, 
the air-wove hills, and distant sunny vales ; and 
tried to translate them into their lovely living 
hues. People then told me that Wilson was much 
superior to Claude : I did not believe them. Their 
pictures have since been seen together at the Bri- 
tish Institution, and all the world have come into 
my opinion. I have not, on that account, given it 
up. I will not compare our hashed mutton with 
Amelia's ; but it put us in mind of it, and led to a 
discussion, sharply seasoned and well sustained, till 
midnight, the result of which appeared some years 
after in the * Edinburgh Review.' Have I a better 
opinion of those criticisms on that account, or should 
I therefore maintain them with greater vehemence 
and tenaciousness ? Oh no! Both rather with 
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less, now that tbey are before the public, and it is 
for them to make their election. 

It is in looking back to such scenes that I draw 
mj best consolation for the future. Later impres- 
sions come and go, and serve to fill up the inter- 
vals ; but these are my standing resource, my true 
classics. If I have had few real pleasures or advan- 
tages, my ideas, from their sinewy texture, have 
been to me in the nature of realities ; and if I 
should not be able to add to the stock, I can live 
by husbanding the interest. As to my speculations, 
there is little to admire in them but my admiration 
of others ; and whether they have an echo in time 
to come or not, I have learned to set a grateful 
value on the past, and am content to wind up the 
account of what is personal only to myself and the 
immediate circle of objects in which I have moved, 
with an act of easy oblivion, 

" And curtain-close such scene from every future yiew." 
WlHTBBSLOW, FsB. 20, 1828. 



THE END. 
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historical associations, and other references ; by J. wykeham Archer. 
In Quarterly Parts, prints, 6s. ; India proofs, 10s. 6d. ; coloured, las.— 
(Part I. on January 1.) 

The Women of the Bible. 

Eighteen Portraits of Scripture Characters, from Drawings by G. Staal 
(forming a Second Series of The Bible Gallery). Handsomely bound, 
21s. ; coloured, 42s. 



The Heroines of Shakspeare : 



Female Characters. Engraved 



Forty-five Portraits of the pnncipal 

under the superintendence of Mr. Charles Heath, from Drawings 
by the best Artists. Imperial 8vo. handsomely bound in morocco, 42s. ; 
coloured Plates, ^3. 13s. 6d. ; proofs, imperial folio, jffS. ISs. 6d. ; India 
proofs, ^5. 5s. 

The Court Album : 

Fourteen Portraits of Ladies of distinction at the Court of St. James's, 
from Drawings by John Hayter, 21s. bound ; with coloured plates, 42s. 
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Illiutraied Workt — contmued. 

The Landscape Painters of England. 

Twenty En^nnving^s, from the Works of the best Masters, etclied by 
Louis Marvt ; with an Essay on the History and Pioflnress of the Art, 
by W. M. Thackeray, Author of "Vanity Fair." Super-royal 4to. 
Sis. 6cL i with the Plates beaatifally coloured, sas. 6d. 



Rembrandt and his Works ; 



The Pilgrim's Progress illustrated 



Curiosities of Glass-making : 



with a Critical Examination into his Principles and Practice. By Johw 
Burnet, F.R.S. 15 Plates, 4to. Sis. 6d. ; Artist*s AatOffrmph Ptvofr, 
imperial 4to. j^5. 5s. (only 50 printed). 



with Two Hundred and Fifty Engnravinn on Wood, from Dnwinn by 
William Habvby. Crown 8vo. (Pubiishinfc Monthly.) 



I 
a History of the Art, Ancient and Modem. By Apslby Pkllatt, Esq. ! 
With Six beautifully coloured Plates of Antique Vases, &c. Small 4to. I 
cloth, 12s. 

The Cartoons of Raffaelle, I 

from Hampton Court Palace. En^ijaved by John Burmbt. With i 
Descriptive Letterpress and Critical Remarks. Seyen larjj^ Plates ' 
(24 inches by 34). In wrapper, 31s. 6d. ; or coloured, 63s. 

Views in Rome ; 

contprisinfi^ all its principal Edifices, and its surroundinr Scenery. 
Etij^rayed by W. B. Cooke. 38 Plates, with a Panoramic view of the 
City. 4to. 2Is. ; India proofs, ^2. 2s. 

Catlin's American Portfolio 

of Hunting Scenes, Games, Amusements, &c. &c. of the North American 
Indians ; in tinted Lithography, by George Catlin. Large folio, half 
morocco, £Z. 13s. 6d. ; coloured jfi'S. 5s. ; coloured and mounted on 
cardboard in portfolio £1. 78. 

The Bible Gallery : 

Eighteen Portraits of the Women mentioned in Scripture, beantifhllv 
engraved from Original Drawin;3:s, with letterpress Descriptions. Imp. 
8vo. handsomely bound, 21s. ; with Plates beautifully coloured, 428. 

The Gallery of Byron Beauties : 

Portraits of the Heroines of Lord Byron's Poems, from Drawini^ bv 
the most eminent Artists. Super-royal 8vo. morocco, Sis. 6d.: hirhly 
coloured, ^3. 

Heath's Waverley Gallery. 

Portraits of the principal Female Characters in the Writing^ of Scott. 
36 highly-finished Plates, super-royal 8vo. splendidly bound in morocco, 
31s. 6d. ; with coloured plates, ^3. 

Gallery of the Graces ; 

or, Beauties of British Poets : 36 beautiful Female Heads by Landseer 
BoxsU. F. Stone, «cc, illustrating Tennyson. Campbell, Rogera, Umdon' 
&c. Super-royal 8vo. 3ls. 6d. morocco ; with coloured Plates, j^ ' 
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Illustrated Works — continued. 



The Keepsake for 1850. 



Edited by the Countess of Blessington, cloth ^t, 31s.; India 
proofis, 526. 6d. 

Milton's Poetical Works. 

Paradise Lost and Regained, Comus, Samson Agonistes, L' Allegro, &c. t 
with Essay on Milton\ Life and Writings, by Jambs Montgomery; 
illustrated with One Hundred and Twenty Engravings, by Thompson, 
Williams, Orrin Smith, &c. from Drawings by William Harvey. 
Two volumes, crown 8vo. 24s. cloth ; 34s. morocco. 

Cowper's Poems. 

With Life and Critical Remarks, by the Rev. Thomas Dale: and 75 
fine Engravings by J. Orrin Smith, from Drawings by J. Gilbert. Two 
vols, crown 8vo. 24s. cloth; 84s. morocco. 

" The handBomest of the editions of CowpeT."— Spbctatob. 

Thomson's Seasons and Castle of Indolence. 

With Life and Critical Remarks by Allan Cunningham ; and 48 Illus- 
trations by Samuel Williams. 12s. cloth ; 17s. morocco. 

Beattie and Collins' Poetical Works. 

With an Essay on their Lives and Writings, and Illustrations, engraved 
by S. Williams, &c. from Drawings by John Absolon. Crown 8vo. 
cloth, 12s. ; morocco, 178. 

The Language of Flowers ; 

or, the Pilgrimage of Love. By Thomas Miller. With Twelve 
beautifully coloured Plates. Fcp. 8vo. silk, lOs. 6d. ; morocco, 128. 

The Romance of Nature ; 

or, the Flower Seasons Illustrated. By L. A. Twamley. With Twenty- 
seven coloured Plates, 3d Edition, Sis. 6d. morocco elegant. 

Our Wild Flowers : 

a Popular and Descriptive Account of the Field Flowers of England. By 
L. A. Twamley. Many coloured Plates, 218. morocco. 

Flora's Gems : 

Twelve splendid Groups of Flowers, drawn and coloured by James 
Andrews ; with Poetical Illustrations by L. A. Twamley. Imp. 4to. 
42s. handsomely bound. 

Sir Walter Scott's most Popular Works— 

TiWs Illustrated Editions, 

1. THE LAY OF THE LAST MINSTREL. 

2. THE LADY OF THE LAKE. 

3. MARMION : A TALE OF FLODDEN FIELD. 

4. ROKEBY. 

These elegant volumes are uniformly printed in fcp. 8vo. and illustrated 
with numerous Engravings on Steel, price 7s. cloth ; 10s. 6d. morocco elegant 
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Illustrated Works — continued. 



Pictures of Country Life ; 

or, Summer Rambles in Green and ShadyFlaces. By Thos. Millbr, 
Author of " Beauties of the Country." With lllustrstioBs by Samnel 
Williams. Crown 8vo. cloth, 10s. 6d. ; morocco elegant, 178. 

Sketches at Home and Abroad. 

By J. D. Harding. Sixty Views of the most interesting Scenes, Foreigfn 
and Domestic, printed in tints, in exact imitation of the Origfinal Draw- 
ing's. Imperial folio, half-morocco, £%. 6s. 

" A treasure-house of delieht. Here northern Italy yields up its architMtnral glories and Its 
lake scenery — Venice its palaces— the Tyrol its romantic valleys and Tillages — the Ubenish citie* 
fheir {ueturesqne beauty— «nd France and England their greenest spote of remembrance.'* Athxn. 



The Beauty of the Heavens. 



In One Hundred and Four Coloured Plates, representing the principal 
Astronomical Phenomena*, and an Elementary Lecture, expressly adapted 
for Family Instruction and Entertainment. By Charles F. Blunt. 
New Edition, 4to. cloth, 288. 

Le Keux's Memorials of Cambridge. 

Views of the Colleges, Halls, Churches, and other Public Buildings of 
the University and Town, engraved by J. Le Keux; with Historicaland 
Descriptive Accounts, by Thomas Wright, B.A., and the Rev. H. L. 
Jones. Two volumes, demy 8vo. cloth, 24s. ; quarto proofs, 428. ; 
India ditto, 638. 

Pearls of the East : 

Beauties from " Lalla Rookh." Twelve large-sized Portraits, by Fanny 
CoRBAUX. Imp. 4to. 31s. 6d. tinted ; plates highly coloured, 628. 6d. 

Walton and Cotton's Complete Angler. 

Edited by John Major, with Illustrations by Absolon. New Edition, 
fcp. 8vo. cloth, 128. ; morocco, 188. *, large paper, boards, 248. ; morocco, 
318. 6d. 

Compositions from the Liturgy. 

By John Bell, Sculptor. Thirty-six Plates, quarto, 14b. 



PRACTICAL WORKS ON 

Iratning ml 1^M\%, 



JOHN BURNET, F.R.S. 

Landscape Painting in Oil Colours 

explained, in Letters on the Theory and Practice of the Art. lUnatrated 
by 14 Plates of Examples from the several Schools. By John Burnet, 
F.R.S. Author of '* Practical Hints on Painting.'' Quarto, 2ls. doth. 
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Drmoing and jPtff«/t^— continued. 



Practical Hints on Portrait Painting. 

lUnstnted by Examples from the Works of the best Masters. By 
John Bukmbt. Demy 4to. 2is. 

Practical Essays on the Fine Arts ; 

with a Critical Examination into the Principles and Practice of the late 
Sir David Wilkie. By John Burnet. Post 8vo. 6s. 

J. D. HARDING. 

Lessons on Art : 

a complete Course of Instruction, with Examples for Practice. By 
J. D. Harding. 4to. 25s. cloth ; or in separate Numbers, 21s. 

*«* This work is dedicated to Hit Royal HighneM the Prince of Walett 
by special permission of Her Majesty the Queen, 



Elementary Art ; 



or, the Use of the Chalk and Lead Pencil advocated and explained. By 
J. D. Harding. With numerous Plates. Third Edition, imperial 
4t0. 438. 

Trees and Foliage : 

A progressive series of examples ; by J. D. Harding. Imp. 4to. 25s. 
cloth ; or in separate Numbers, 21s. 

*»* For List of Mr. Harding's Dravtinq Books, see pap:e 20. 



The Elements of Art : 

a Manual for the Amateur, and Basis of Study for the Professional Artist. 
By J. 6. Chapman. Many Woodcuts. 4to. 10s. 6d. 

The Art of Painting Restored 

to its simplest and surest principles. By L. Hundbrtpfund. 24 
coloured Plates. Post 8vo. 9b. 6d. 
dlS^ Manuals op Art, see page 17. Drawing Books, page 20. 



RAPHAEL AND J. ARTHUR BRANDON. 

An Analysis of Gothick Architecture. 

Illustrated by a series of upwards of Seven Hundred Examples of Door- 
ways, Windows. &c. ; accompanied with Remarks on the several Details 
of an Ecclesiastical Edifice. By R. and J. A. Brandon, Architects. 
3 laiige vols, royal 4to. di5. Ss. 

The Open Timber Roofs of the Middle Ages. 

mmtrated by Perspective and Working^ Drawing^s of Bome of the best 
of Cnurch Roofs ; with descriptive Letterpress. By R. and J. A. 
N. Royal 4to. unilorm with the above, diz. 8s. 



Brandon. Royal 4to. unilorm with tbe above, £Z. 8s. 
London.] 
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Architectural Work* — continaed. 



Parish Churches ; 



being Ptenpective Views of Engrlish EcdesiftstiGal Stnictares ; accom* 
panied by Plans drawn to a Uniform Scale, and Letterpress Descriptioiis. 
By R. and J. A. Brandon, Architects. Large 8vo. containing 160 
Plates, je2. 28. 

Winkles's EngKsh Cathedrals. 

Architbctural and PicTURBsauB Illustrations of thb Cathk- 
DRAL Churches of England and Wales. 180 Plates, beantifally 
engraved by B. Winkles; with Historical and DescriptiFe Accoants 
of the Tarions Cathedrals. In three handsome vols, imperial 8vo. cloth, 
j£^. 5s. ; royal 4to. India proofs (very few left), £%. 6s. 

•»* The Third Volume, comprisinar Lichfield, Gloucester, Hereford, Wor- 
cester, Durham, Carlisle, Chester, lUpon, and the Welsh Cathedrals, may 
still be had separately, to complete sets, price 21s. in 8vo., 42s. 4to. 

Winkles's French Cathedrals. 

From Drawings by R. Garland; with Historical and Descriptive 
Accounts. Containing^ Fifty laiigpe 4to. Plates. Cloth, 21s. ; royal 4to. 
India proofs, £2, 2s. 



Glossary of Architecture. 



Explanation of the Terms used in Grecian, Roman, Italian, and Gothic 
Architecture, exemplified by many Hundred Woodcuts. New Edition, 
much enlarged. 2 vols. %\o.—In the press, 

THE COMPANION, or Third Volume, with many Additions and Improve- 
ments, cloth.— /n the press. 

Principles of Grothic Ecclesiastical Architecture. 

By M. H. Bloxam. With an Explanation of Technical Terms. Ninth 
Edition, enlai^ged, with 260 Woodcuts, 6s. cloth. 

Stuart's Antiquities of Athens, 

And other Monuments of Greece. With Seventy Plates, accurately 
reduced flrom the great work of Stuart and Revett ; and a Chronological 
Table, forming a valuable Introduction to the Study of Grecian Archi- 
tecture. lOs. 6d. cloth. 

Domestic Architecture. 

Illustrations of the Ancient Domestic Architecture of England, fh>m the 
Xlth to the XVIIth Century. Arranged by John Britton, F.S.A. 
With an Historical and Descriptive Essay. Fcp. 8vo. 5s. cloth. 

Wild's English Cathedrals. 

Twelve Select Examples from the Cathedrals of England of the Eccle- 
siastical Architecture of the Middle Ages. Beautifully coloured after the 
original Drawings. By Charles Wild. Mounted on tinted card- 
board, 4^6. 68. the set. 

*»* A more detailed Catalogue op Arohiteotural Works may be 
had on application. 
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Prince Adalbert. 

TVavels of H.R.H. Prince Adalbert, of Pruseia, in the South of Europe 
and in Brazil; with a Voyaf^e up the Amazon and the Xing^u. Trans- 
lated by Sir R. H. Schombusgk and J. £. Taylor. 2 vols. 8vo. Maps 
and Hates, 24s. 

Travels in Peru, 

dwrinf! the years 1838-42, across the Cordilleras and the Andes into the 
Primeval Forests. By Dr. J. J. Von TbCHUDi. Translated by Miss 
Ross. 6vo. 12s. 

Four Months among the Gold-finders in California. 

By J. Tyewhitt Brooks, M.D. Post 8vo. 8s. 6d. 

Notes of Eight Years' Travels and Residence in 

Europe. By Georob Catlin. With numerous Illustrations. 2 vols 
8vo. cloth, 14s. 

Wanderings and Fortunes of some German 

Emignrants. By F. GsRSTiBCKBR. Translated by David Black. 
Crown 8vo. fis. 

The Boat and the Caravan : 

a Family Tour in Efirypt and Syria. With EnrraviuKs on Steel from 
Orig^inal Drawing^s. I'hird Edit. Fcp. 8vo. cloth, 7s. ; morocco, 10s. 6d. 

The Genius of Italy. 

Bein(( Sketches of Life, Literature, and Religfion. By the Rev. R. 
Turn BULL. Crown 8vo. 68. cloth. 

Tour on the Prairies. 

Narrative of an Expedition across the Great South Western Prairies, 
from Texas to Santa Ffr. By Gborob W. Kendall. 3 vols. fcp. 8vo. 
with Map and Plates, 12s. 

The Romance of Modem Travel ; 

or, Year-book of Adventure ; containing: the choicest Extracts from the 
bettt Books of Travel published during^ the Year. Fcp. 8vo. Plates, 5s. 



THE BROTHERS MAYHEW. 

The Greatest Plague of Life ; 

or, The Adventures of a Lady in Search of a Servant, by One who has 
been almost Worried to Death. Edited by the Brothers May hew. 
Illustrated by George Cruikshank. Crown 8vo. 7s. cloth. 

London.] ^ I 
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Fiction and Amusement — continued. 



The Brothers May hew.] 

Whom to Marry, and how to get Married ; 

by One who has refused "Twenty excellent Offers" at least. Edited by 
the Brothers Mayhew. Illustrated by George Cruiksbank. 7s. cloth. 

The Magic of Industry ; 

or, The Good Genius that turned Everything: to Gold : a Fairy Tale. By 
the Brothers Mayhew. With Plates by George Cruiksbank. 2e. 6d. clotb. 

Acting Charades ; 

or, Deeds not Words. A Christmas game to make a long evening short. 
By the Brothers Mayhew. Illustrated with many hundred woodcuts. 
5s. cloth. 

The Pottleton Legacy : 

a story ofTown and Country Life. By Albert Smith. With Illastra- 
tions by Hablot K. Browne. Crown 8vo. 10a. 6d. 

Christopher Tadpole : 

his Struggles and Adventures. By Albert Smith. With 42 Illustra- 
tions on Steel, by Joh .v Leech, and a Portrait of the Author. 16s. 
*«* See also Comio Natural Histories, &c« page 11. 

Clement Lorimer ; 

or, The Book with the Iron Clasps. By Angus B. Reach. lUnstrated 
by George Cmikshank. Crown 8vo. 7s. cloth. 

Gavami in London. 

Scenes and Sketches of London Life and Manners. By Mons. Gatarni. 
Beautifully engraved and tinted. Imp. 8vo. handsomely bound, lOs. 6d. 

The Pentamerone ; 

or. Story of Stories : an admirable Collection of Fairy Tales. By Giam. 
Basils. Translated from the Neapolitan by J. fi. Taylor. With 
Illustrations by George Cruiksbank. New Edition Revised. Crown 8vo. 
6s. cloth. 



Kaloolah ; 



or, Joumeyings to the DJebel Kumri (Mountains of the Moon) ; an Auto- 
biography of Jonathan Romer. Edited by W. S. Mayo, M.D. Post 
8vo. 10s. 6d. 



Village Tales from the Black Forest. 

Bv Berthold Auerbach. Translated by Msta Taylor. With 
Illustrations by Absolon. Post 8vo. 6s. cloth. 

Pen and tnk Sketches of Poets, Preachers, and 

Politicians. Second Edition. Post 8vo. 7s. 6d. 

The Young Lady's Oracle : 

A Fireside Amusement, with coloured Plate. 3s. 6d. cloth. 
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GEORGE CRUIKSHANK'S WORKS. 

The Comic Almanack for 1850. 

New Series, with coloured Plate. Fcp. 8vo. cloth, 2s. 6d. 

My Sketch-book ; 

containing: more than Two Hundred laughable Sketches. By George 
Cruirshanr. In 9 Numbers, 28. 6d. plain ; 3s. 6d. coloured. 

Scraps and Sketches. 

In 4 Parts, each 8s. plain ; 128. coloured. 

lUustrations of Time. 

88. phiin ; 128. coloured. 

Illustrations of Phrenology. 

8s. plain ; 128. coloured. 

The Bottle. 

In 8 large Plates, Is. ; or printed in tints, 6s. 

The Drunkard's Children : a Sequel to the Bottle. 

8 large Plates, Is. ; printed in tints, 6s. 
*»* These two works may be had stitched np with Dr. Charles Mackay's 
illustrative Poem, price 3s.— The Poem separate, Is. 

The Comic Alphabet. 

Twenty-six Humorous Designs. In case, 2s. 6d. plain ; 4s. coloured. 

The Loving Ballad of Lord Bateraan. 

With Twelve Humorous Plates. Cloth, 2s. 

The Bachelor's Own Book : 

being Twenty-four Passages in the life of Mr. Lambkin in the Pursuit 
of Pleasure and Amusement. 5s. sewed ; coloured, 8s. 6d. 

The Comic Almanack, since its commencement 

in 1835 to 1846. Illustrated with upwards of 150 large Plates bv George 
Cruikshank, and many hundred amusing Cuts. 3 vols, neatly bound m 
cloth, 18s. 

*n* Any of the separate Years (except that for 1833) may be had at One 
Shilling and Threepence each.— The Third Vohune may also be had separately, 
price 6s. 

John Gilpin : 

Cowper's humorous Poem. With Six Illustrations by G. Cruikshank. 
Fcp. 8vo. Is. 

London.] 
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Comic fTorks — continued. 
Georgb Cruikshank.] 

The Epping Hunt. 

The Poetry by Thomas Hood, the lUustrBtions by George Cmikshank. 
New Edition, fcp. 8vo. Is. 6d. 

George Cruikshank and his Works : 

An Essay on his Genius and Productions : with numerous IllnstratioBS, 
selected from his earlier as well as his more matured efforts. Reprinted 
from the " Westminster Review," with Additions. Ss. cloth. 



Mr. Bachelor Butterfly : 

his Veritable History : showing how, after being Married, he narrowly 
escaped Bigamy, and became the Stepfather of Eight Hopeful Children. 
By the Author of " Mr. Oldbuck." 5s. cloth. 

Comic Adventures of Obadiah Oldbuck : 

wherein are duly set forth the Crosses, Chagrins, Changes, and Calamities, 
by which his Courtship was attended ; showing, also, tne Issue of his Suit, 
and his Espousal to his Ladye-love. Large 8vo. with 84 Plates, 7s. cloth. 

The History of Mr. Ogleby : 

shewing how, by the polish of his manners, the brilliancy of his re^Mirtees, 
and the elegance of his attitudes, he attained distinction in the fasmonable 
world. 150 Designs, 6s. cloth. 

The Comic Latin Grammar : 

A New and Facetious Introduction to the Latin Tongue. Profusely illus- 
trated with Humorous Engravings by Leech. New Edition, 5s. cloth. 

** Withont ezoeplion the mort richly comic work we hare erer seen."— Tatt's Mao. 

Whims and Oddities. 

By Thomas Hood. New and cheap edition, containing the whole of the 
Original Work, with 80 Plates, 68. 

New Readings from Old Authors. 

Illustrations of Shakspeare, by Robert Seymour. 48. cloth. 

Tale of a Tiger. 

With Six Illustrations. By J. S. Cotton. Fcp. 8vo. Is. 

Table- Wit, and After-dinner Anecdote. 

By the Editor of " Hints for the Table.'* Fcp. 8vo. 2s. 6d. cloth. 



i»ese»f 



Strbbt, 



DAVID BOGUe's annual CATALOGUE. 1 1 



atomic iEatural i^t^torte^. 

By Albert Smith, A. B. Reach, Horace Mayhew, &c. &c. 

Profuidy Itttutrated by the bett Comic ArtUti of the day. 

Price One Shilling^ each. 



ALBERT SMITH. 

The Gent. 
The Ballet Girl. 
Stack-up People. 



Idler upon Town. 
The Flirt. 
Evening Parties. 



A. B. REACH. 
Bores. | Humbugs. 

Romance of a Mince Pie. 

HORACE MAYHEW. 

Model Men. | Model Women. 

Cbang3 for a Shilling. 

Alto, in same style. 

Hearts are Trumps. By James Hannay. 

Natural History of Tuft-hunters and Toadies. 

M „ the Hawk Tribe (Swindlers, Blacklegs, &c.) 

„ „ a Bal Masqu^. By the Count Chicard. 



The Toothache, imagined by Horace Mayhew, and realized by George 
Cruikshank : a Series of Sketches. In case, Is. 6d. plain ; 3s. coPd. 

An Accommodation Bill, drawn by Watts Phillips, which he trusts 
will be Accepted by the Public. In case, Is. plain ; 2s. 6d. colM. 

The Model Republic ; or, the Adventures of Mr. Cato Potts in Paris. 
By Watts Phillips. Case, Is. 6d. plain ; 3s. coloured. 

The Queen in Ireland ; or, Mr. Smithers' unsuccessful attempt to 
follow in the footsteps of Her Majesty. By Watts Phillips. 
Case, Is. plain ; 2s. 6d. coloured. 

AUo, stitched in wrappers. 

Domestic Bliss. Is. | Domestic Miseries. Is. 

A Special Constable. Is. | Comic Art Manufactures. Is. 

L0N1>ON.] 
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Sketches of Canadian Life, I, 

Lay and Ecclesiastical, illustrative of Cnnada and the Canadian Cbnrcb. 
By a Presbyter of the Diocese of Toronto. Post 8vo. 8s. 6d. 



XUBb OVU. OS. QU. I 

Longfellow's Poems, Complete. I, 

The Poetical Works of H. W. Longfellow. Complete Edition, with ' 
Essay by Gilfillan. Square, cloth, 5s. 6d ; morocco antique, I2s. t 

Narrative of Events in Vienna, |; 

from Latonr to Windi8j|fr5tz. By Berthold Auerbach. Translated 11 
by J. E. Taylor. With an Introduction and Appendix. Fcp. 8vo. Ss. 6d. i' 

History of the Year 1848 : i 

its Revolutions and Abdications, By W. K. Kelly. Fcp. Svo. 6«. li 

The Happy Home : 

a Serie' of Papers affectionately ascribed to the Workings People. Bv I' 
the Author of "Life in Earnest." Sewed, Is. ; cloth gilt. Is. 6d. ' | 

The Fountain of Living Waters ; I 

A series of Sketches. 2s. cloth ^ilt. Ii 

French Domestic Cookery, j, 

combining: Elegance with Economy ; in 1200 Receipts. Witb niuneroas i 
Engravings. Pep. Svo. 4s. cloth. 

The Stowe Catalogue 

Priced and Annotated, by Henry Rumsby Forster, of the <* Mominir I! 
Post" newspaper. With numerous Illustrations of the principal Objects! I 
4to. half-morocco, 15s. '* ] 



Emma de Lissau ; 

or. Memoirs of a Converted Jewess. With Illustrations by Gilbert 
New Edition, 78. cloth ; 10s. 6d. morocco. 

Miriam and Rosette ; 

or. The Twin Sisters : a Jewish Narrative of the XVIIIth Century. By 
the Author of " Emma de Lissau." Illustrated by Gilbert. 3«. tid. cloth. 

Rev. Tiiomas Dale's Poetical Works. 

Including The Widow of Nain, The Daughter of Jairus. &c. New and 
EnlargeaEdition, fcp. Svo. 78. cloth ; lOs. 6d. morocco. 

Windsor in the Olden Time : 

its Historical and Romantic Annals, from the earliest Records. By 
John Stoughton. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

Margaret Davidson's Remains. 

Life and Poetical Remains of Maroarkt Davidson. By Washing- 
TON Irving, Author of" The Sketch-Book." Fcp. Svo. Frontispiece, Ss. d. 

''Bevondall question one of the most singular and interesting pieces of literary historv t>\er 
penned."— BHIT1.NNIA. ■* 
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Miscellaneous Books — continued. 

Lucretia Davidson's Remains. 

Memoirs and Poetical Remains of Lucretia Davidson. By Miss 
Sedgwick. Uniform with the above. 5s. cloth. 

The Maid of Honour ; 

or, Massacre of St. Bartholomew : an Historical Tale of the Sixteenth 
Century. With Illustrations by Absolon. Fcp. 8vo. 78. 

Madame Guizot's Young Student ; 

or, Ralph and Victor: a Tale for Youth, by Madame Guizot. Trans- 
lated by Samuel Jackson. With Engravings. New Edition, fcp. 8vo. 
6s. cloth. 

The London Anecdotes for all Readers, 

on the Plan of the Percy Anecdotes. 2 vols. 6s. cloth. 

The Marriage Looking-Glass : 

a Manual for the Married, and a Beacon to the Single. By the Rev. T. S. 
Boons, of St. Peter's College, Cambridge. Fcp. 8vo. 6s. 



The Singing-Book. 



The art of Singing at Sight taught by Progressive Exercises. By James 
Turle, Organist of Westminster Abbey ; and Edward Taylor, 
Gresham Professor of Music. 4s. 6d. cloth. 

Books on Knitting, Netting, and Crochet. 

By Mrs. Mee :— 
Manual of Knitting, Netting, and Crochet. 7th Edition, 5s. 6d. 
Knitting and Crochet Companion. 6d. 
Exercises in Knitting and Netting. 6th Edition, Is. 6d. 
Crochet Doilies and Edgings. 7th Edition, Is. 6d. 
Crochet Explained and Illustrated. 2d Series, 58. 6d. 
Crochet Collars. 10th Edition, 6d. 
Crochet Couvrettes and Collars. 5th Edition, is. 
Polka Jackets. 6d. 
Lace Edgings. 6d. 

Ewbank's Hydraulics. 

Historical and De8crii)tive Account of Machines for Raising Water, 
ancient and modem, including the progressive development of the 
Steam Engine. By Thomas Ewbank. Illustrated by 300 Engravings. 
Large 8vo. 188. cloth. 

Town Lyrics. 

By Charles Mackay. Crown 8vo. sewed. Is. 

The Book of the Months, 

and CIRCLE of the SEASONS. Embellished with Twenty-eight 
Engravings from Drawings by William Harvey. Beautifully printed 
in fcp. 8vo. 5s. cloth ; 8s. 6d. morocco. 

Miniature French Dictionary, 

in French and English, and English and French : comprising all the 
words in general use. The remarkably comprehensive nature and com- 
pact size of this little dictionary admirably fit it for the student and 
tourist. Neatly bound in roan, 4a. ; morocco, gilt edges, 5s. 6d. 

London.] 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



14 DAVID bogue's annual catalogue. 



Miscellaneous Books — continued. 



Sharpe's Diamond Dictionary 

of the ENGLISH LANGUAGE. A very small volume, beautifully 
printed in a clear and legible type. Roan neat, 2s. 6d. ; morocco, 3b. 6d. 

May You Like It : 

a Series of Tales and Sketches. By the Rev. Charlbs B. Tatlbr, 
Author of " Records of a Good Man's Life.'* Fcp. 8vo. 7s. 6d. cloth ; 
lOs. 6d. morocco. 

Self Sacrifice ; 

or, the Chancellor's Chaplain. By the Author of "The Closing Scene," 
*• The Bishop's Daughter." &c. Fcp. 8vo. 7s. 

Panorama of Jerusalem 

and the surrounding Scenery, fh>m a Drawing by the Librarian of the Ar- 
menian Convent : with Historical and Descriptive Notices from the works 
of Robinson, Keith, Rae Wilson, Buckingham, &c. In cloth case, 28. 6d. 

Recollections of the Lakes ; 

and OTHER POEMS. By the Author of " Moral of Flowers," " Spirit 
of the Woods," &c. Fcp. 8vo. with Frontispiece, 7s. cloth ; 10s. 6d. mor. 

Year-Book of Facts in Science and Art ; 

exhibiting the most important Discoveries and Improvements of the 
Year, and a Literary and Scientific Obituary. By the Editor of " The 
Arcana of Science." Illustrated with Engravings, fcp. 8vo. 5s. cloth. 
*»* This work is published annually, and contains a complete and con- 
densed view of the progress of discovery during the year, systematically ar- 
ranged, with engravings illustrative of novelties in the arts and sciences, &c. 
The volumes, irom its commencem nt in 1839, may still be had, 5s. each. 

" Ably and honestly compiled." — ArnvuMvit.. 

Life's Lessons : 

a Domestic Tale. By the Author of " Tales that Might be True.** New 
Edition, wth Frontispiece, fcp. 8vo. 4s, cloth. 

Williams's Symbolical Euclid, 

chiefly from the Text of Dr. Simson. Adapted to the Use of Students by 
the Rev. J. M. Williams, of Queen's College, Cambridge. New Edition, 
08. 6d. cloth ; 7s. roan.— -An 8vo. Edition may also be had, 7s. cloth. 
X%X 1^8 edition is in use at many of the Public Schools. 



King's Interest Tables, 



on Sums firom One to Ten Thousand Pounds. Enlarged and improved, 
with several useful Additions. By Josbph Kino, of Liverpool. In 
1 large voL 8vo. 21b. 



Seven Hundred Domestic Hints, 

combining Elegance and Economy wii 
Lady. Neatly bound in cloth, 2s. 6d. 

Floral Fancies ; 



combining Elegance and Economy with the Ei^joyment of Home. By a 
Nes' 



or. Morals from Flowers. With Seventy Illustrations. Fcp. 8vo. 78. cloth. 

[86^ Flekt Strbbt, 
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Miscellaneous Books — continued. 



The Game of Whist ; 

its Theory and Practice, by an Amateur. With lilustrations by Kbnnt 
Mbadows. New Edition, fop. 8vo. 3s. cloth. 

Backgammon : 

its History and Practice, by the Author of " Whist." Illustrated by 
Mbadows. Fcp. 8vo. 2s. cloth. 

The Dream of Eugene Aram. 

By Thomas Hood, Author of ** The Song of a Shirt." With Illustra- 
tions by Harvey. Crown 8vo. Is. sewed. 



WORKS WITH II.I.UBSINATED TITLES. 

IN THE STYLB OF THB OLD ROMISH MISSALS. 

Books of Poetry. 

The Poetry of Flowers. 
Poetry OF the Sentiments. 

The Lyre.— Fugitive Poetry of the Nineteenth Century. 
The Laurel— a Companion Volume to the Lyre. 
38. 6d. neatly bound in French morocco elegant. 



Elegant Miniature Editions. 



Cowpbr's Poems. 2 vols. 
Thomson's Seasons. 
Scott*s Lady of the Lake. 
Scott's Marmion. 
Scott's Lay and Ballads. 
Scott's Rokeby. 



Scott's Select Poetical Works. 

4 vols, containing the above Poems 

uniformly bovnd. 
Vicar of Wakefield. 
Cottaoers of Glbnburmib. 
Sacred Harp. 



*.* Each volume, very neatly bound and gilt, 28. fid. cloth ; 4s. morocco. 



USEFUI. WORKS. 

One Shitting each, neatly bound. 

Etiquette for the Ladies. 

ETiauETTE for the Gentlbmen. 

Hand-Book of Pencil Drawing (Plates). 

Etiquette of Courtship and Marriage. 

A Shilling's Worth of Sense. 

The Weather Book : 300 Rules for Telling the Weather. 

The Ball Room Preceptor and Polka Guide. 

Lanouaqb of Flowers, with illuminated covers and coloured Frontifpiece. 

Ball Room Polka, with Music and Figures. 

London.] 
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^ih'$i Saiinet Eiitats <!Ft)ttion0. ! 

1. DR. JOHNSON'S LIVES of the ENGLISH POETS. || 

2. BOSWELL'S LIFE of JOHNSON. jl 

3. OLIVER GOLDSMITH'S WORKS. |, 

4. HERVEY'S MEDITATIONS and CONTEMPLATIONS. !i ^ 
tf t These Works are clearly and beautifully printed by Whittingham, and ' 

each comprised in a handsome fcp. 8vo. vol. Their ele^nce and cheapness I' 
render them very suitable for Presents, School Prizes, or Travelling Com- < 



panions. Price 6s. each, neatly half-bound morocco ; (nt 9a. calf extra. 
" Tilt's Edition" must be specified in ordering the above. 



%mik WmkB, 



The Boy's Own Book : 

a complete Encyclopsedia of all the Diversions— Athletic, Scientific, and 
Recreative— of Boyhood and Youth. With several hundred Woodcats. 
New Edition, greatly enlarged and improved. Square crown, handsomely 
bound, 8s. 6d. 

The Young Islanders ; 

a Tale of the Seaward-House Boys. By Jeffreys Taylor. New Edi- 
tion, with tinted plates, 68. cloth. 

History of England, 

for the use of Young Persons. By Anne Ltdia Bono. With 80 illus- 
trations, 3s. 6d. 

The Playmate ; 

a Pleasant Companion for Spare Hours. With numerous illustrations. 
Complete in One Volume, cloth gilt, 6s. 

Little Mary's Primer ; 

illustrated with One Hundred and Twenty Engravings of Animals, 
Birds, Employments, and Amusements. Square, seWed, 6d.— Also, io 
same style. 

Little Mary's Spelling Book. 6d. 

„ „ Reading Book. 6d. 

„ „ History OF England. 6d. 

„ „ Scripture Lessons. 6d. 

Harry's Ladder to Learning. 

Picture Books for Children. Price 6d. each, plain ; Is. coloured : — 
Harry's Horn Book. Harry's Nursbry Songs. 

„ Picture Book. » Simple Stories. 

„ Country Walks. „ Nursery Talks. 

Or the Six bouud in one volume, 3s. 6d. cloth. 

The Chm'ch Catechism Illustrated : 

With the Order of Confirmation. With numerous Engravings on wood. 
Neatly done up in gilt cover as a gift or reward book. Is. 
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Juvenile Works — continued. 

*. d. 

Abbott's Calbb IN THE Country (Plates) 1 

Abbott's RoLLo CoDB OF MoBALS 2 6 

Arabian Nights, as related by a Mother (many Plates) 3 6 

Barbauld's Lessons for Children (Coloured Plates) 1 o 

Binoley's Stories ABOUT Doos (Plates) 4 

Binolby's Stories ABOUT Instinct (Plates) ! 4 

Bingley's Tales OF Shifwreck (Plates) 4 

Bingley's Stories ABOUT Horses (Plates) 4 

Binglby's Tales ABOUT Birds (Plates) 4 

Bingley's Tales ABOUT Travellers (Plates) 4 

Binoley's Bible Quadrupeds (Plates) 4 

®^Z!?..''^"^"'^*^ OF Sports and Pastimes (800 Eneravingrs byS. 

Williams) fcp. 8vo. cloth T 6 

DicR THE Little Pony (many Cuts) 1 6 

Fa M I ly Poetry, by the Editor of " Sacred Harp," silk 2 6 

Figures OF Fun; Two Parts (Coloured Plates) 1 

Flowers OF Fable (180 Engnraving^s) 4 

Heroes OF England: Lives of celebrated Soldiers and Sailors 

(Plates) cloth irilt 4 o 

Hervby's Reflections in a FlowerGardbn (12 coloured Plates). . 4 

Life OF Christ, New Edition (28 Plates) 4 

Little Forget-me-not ( Plates) 1 6 

Mother's Present TO HER Daughter, silk 2 6 

Parley's Visit TO London (ColM Plates), cloth 4 

Parlour Magic, Amusing Recreations (many Plates) 3 6 

Pictorial Bible History (Old Testament) (144 Plates) 3 6 

Pictorial Bible History (New Tbstament)(144 Plates) 3 6 

Pictorial Bible History, complete in 1 volume, cloth 6 

Pictures and Rhymes for Chiloren, with 48 large Plates and 

liescnptionsinGerman and English, cloth...- 6 

Prayers and Hymns for Children (many Illustrations) cloth ..50 

^y^^K '^**V^^***'"'* 'o* Schoolboys during the Holidays 

(Cut8)cIoth 3 6 

Sedgwick's Stories for Young Persons (Plates), cloth 8 6 

Tales OF Enterprise, neatly bound 2 6 



iinanual$$ of Xn^ttturtion anti 9mu$sement. 

Price One Shilling each, neatly printed and illustrated. 

1. Manual of Flower Gardening for Ladies. By J. B. Whiting, 

Practical Gardener. 2d Edition. 

2. Chess. By Charles Kenny. 

3. Music. By C. W. Manby. 

4. Domestic Economy. By John Timbs. 

5. Cage Birds. By a Practical Bird- keeper. 

6. Oil Painting ; with a Glossary of Terms of Art. 

7. for Butterfly Collectors. By Abel Ingpen. Plates. 

8. Painting in Water Colours. 

LiONOON.] 
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Cftr OPuropean Xifjrarp^ 

A COLLECTION OF THE BEST WORKS Or THE BEST AUTHORS. 

Ai the low price of 3*. 6d. per Volume, 



Thierry.-History of the CONQUEST of ENGLAND by the Normans. 
By AuousTinr '1 hierry. Two yoIb. 

Guixot.-History of the ENGLISH REVOLUTION of 1640, from the 
Accession to the Death of Charles I. By F. Guizot. One toL 

Gnixot.— History of CIVILIZATION in EUROPE and in FRANCE; 

comprising: the Court d*Hittoire Modeme complete, and now translated 
entire for the first time. Three vols. 

Miehelet.-Life of LUTHER : written by Himsdf. Collected and 
arnuif^ed by J. Michelbt ; with additions from Audin. One vol. 

Luther .-TABLE-TALK. Translated by W. Hazlitt. One voL 

Michelet.— History of the ROMAN REPUBLIC. By J. Michblet. 
One vol. 

Beriiiflrton.-LITERARY HISTORY of the MIDDLE AGES, from the 
Relfoi of Augustus to the Revival of Learning. By the Rev. Joseph 
Berington. One vol. 

Carrel) History of the COUNTER REVOLUTION, for the re-establisb- 
and / ment of Popery in England under Charles II. and James If., 
Fox. ) by Armand Carrel ; and History of the Early Part of the 
REIGN of JAMES IL, by C. J. Fox. One vol. 

De Vigny.— CINQ MARS; or, a Conspiracy under Louis XIII.: an 
Historical Romance. By Count Alfred de Viony. One voL 

^y* 1 lives of the ITALIAN PAINTERS.— Michael Angelo, by 

De QfdncT. J ^' ^^^^a, LL.B. •, and Raflfaello, by Q. De Quincy. 

®!J?J 1 Life of CARDINAL WOLSEY. By John Galt. With 

Cavendish, j *<^d Jtions from Ca v en d i s h . One vol. 

Roscoe.— Life of LORENZO DE MEDICI. By William Roscob. 
Edited by W. Hazlitt. One vol. 

Roscoe.— life and Pontificate of LEO X. By William Roscob. 
Edited by W. Hazlitt. Two vols. 

Dtunas.— MARGUERITE DE VALOIS: an Historical Romance. By 
Alexander Dumas. One vol. 

Bouterwek.-Hi8tory of SPANISH LITERATURE. By Frederick 

BouTERWEK. One vol. 

Micnet.- History of the FRENCH REVOLUTlON-1789, 1814. By 
F. A. MioNET. One vol. 
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MINIATURE CLASSICS: 

A Choice Collection of Standard Works, elegantly printed, illuatrated with 
Frontiqrieces, and published at extremely low prices, with a view to exten- 
sive circulation. The binding is executed in a superior manner, and very 
tastefully ornamented. 

Any work may be purchased separately. The prices per volume are- 
Ornamented cloth, gilt edges. . 1 s. 6d.— Prettily bound in silk 2s« 

Very handsome in morocco 3s. 

Hiom to which a star is prefixed, being much tliicker than the others, are 6d. per vol. extra. 

^Hamilton'sLettersonEducation. 9 v. 

Lamb's Tales fh>m Shakspeare. 2 v. 

Lamb's Rosamund Gray. 
*Irving's Essays and Sketches. 

Johnson's Rasselas. 

Lewis's Tales of Wonder. 

Mason on Self-knowledge* 

Milton's Paradise Lost. 3 vols. 
*More's Coelebs. 2 vols. 

More's Practical Piety. 2 vols. 
*Piou8 Minstrel. 

Paul and Virginia. 

Pure Gold from Rivers of Wisdom. 
♦Sacred Harp. 

Scott's Ballads. &c. 
*Scott's Lady of the Lake. 

Scott's Lay of the Last Minstrel. 
•Scott's Marmion. 
♦Scott's Rokeby. 
♦Shakspeare's works. 8 vols. 
♦Thomson's Seasons. 

Talbot's Reflections and Essays. 

Walton's Angler. 2 vols. 

Warwick's Spare Minutes. 

Young's Nignt Thoughts. 2 vols. 



Bacon's Essays. 

Beattie's Minstrel. 

Channing's Essays. 2 vols. 

Chapone's Letters on the Mind. 

Coleridge's Ancient Mariner, &c. 
♦Cowper's Poems. 2 vols. 

Elizabeth, or the Exiles of Siberia. 

Falconer's Shipwreck. 

Fenelon's Reflections. 
♦Gems of Anecdote. 
♦Gems of Wit and Humour. 
♦Gems Arom American Poets. 
♦Gems from Shakspeare. 
♦Gems of American Wit 
♦Gems of British Poets— 

1st Ser. Chaucer to Goldsmith. 
2d „ Falconer to Campbell. 
Sd „ Living Authors. 
4th ,, Sacred. 
♦Goldsmith's Vicar of Wakefield. 

Goldsmith's Essays. 

Goldsmith's Poetical Works. 

Grav's Poetical Works. ^ ' 

Guide to Domestic Happiness. 

Gregory's Legacy to his Daughters. 
♦Hamilton's CottagersofGlenburnie. 



As there are several inferior imitations of this popular series, it is necessarj, in ordering, to 
specify— "TILTS EDITION.' 

The whole Series may be had in a Case, representing two handsome Quarto 
Volumes, lettered " London Library or British Classics," which, 
when shut, is secured by a patent spring lock, for ^5. 5s., forming a very 
useftal and acceptable 

BIRTHDAY AND WEDDING PRESENT. 



The Edition of Shakspeare included in the above may also be had 
IN LEATHER CASE, WITH GLASS FRONT. 

SHAKSPEARE'S DRAMATIC WORKS. 

COMPLBTB IN BIGHT V0LUMB8. 

Beautifully printed by Whittingham ; uniform in size with "Tilt's Classics." 
Each volume embellished with a Frontispiece, designed by Habvby, and 
numerous other Engravings, amounting in all to Fifty-three. 

This eleg[ant Edition of the first of English Poets may be had in various 
styles of binding, at the following very low prices :— Cloth, gilt edges, and 
ornamented, 16s. j Silk, aOs. ; Morocco, very elegant, 288.- CTasb, 6s. 



^ 
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J. D. HARDING. 
EARLY DRAWING BOOK: DRAWING BOOK for 1847. 



Elementary L«aMMi8« 6 Numbers, 
18. 6d. ; or io cloth, lOs. 6d. 

DRAWING BOOK por 1841 : 
Sketches in Sepia and Chalk. Six 
Nos. 3s. 6d. ; neatly bouid, ate. 



6 Nos. Is. 6d. \ or cloth, 10s. 6d. 
HARDING'S ADVANCED 
DRAWING-BOOK. 24 highly- 
finished Sketches. Six Nos. Ss. $ 
bound, 14s. 



HARDING'S ** LESSONS on ART"-^0e page 5. 
SAMUEL PROUT, F.S.A. 



PROUT'S MICROCOSM ; 
Or, Artist's Sketch-book: many 
Hundred Groups of Figures, Boat^ 
&c. Imperial 4to. a4s. neatly bd. 



MON8. JULIEN. 



STUDIES OF HEADS : 
By Mons. Julibn, Professor of 
Drawing in the Military School of 
Paris. Lithographed by T. Fair- 
land. Six Numbers, 2s. each; 
or cloth, 14s. 

GEORGE 
DRAWING BOOK OP OB- 
JECTS: Nearly 500 Subjects for 
young Pupils, and Drawing^classes 
m Schools. Six Nos. Is.; cloth,7s.6d. 

LITTLE SKETCH BOOK: 
EasyStudiesinlAndscapesjFignres, 
&c. Improved Edition. Fourteen 
Nos. 6d. J or 2 toIb. cloth, 4s. each. 



ELEMENTARY DRAWING 
BOOK of Landscapes, Buildings, 
&c. Six Numbers, ls.6d.; ctotfa, 
108.6d. 



THE HUMAN FIGURE : 
a Series of ProgressiTe Studies, 
by Mons. Julibn. With Instmc- 
tions. Six Numbers, 2s. ; or cloth, 

148. 



CHILDS. 
ENGLISH LANDSCAPE 
SCENERY: Sketches from Nature 
for finished Copies. Six Numbers, 
Is. each; cloth, 78. 6d. 

DRAWING BOOK OF 
FIGURES : Sketches flnom Life at 
Homeand Abroad. Severalhundred 
Figures. SixNo8.1s.}orbd.7s.6d. 



Andrews* Art of Flowbr-Paimtino. Coloured Plates. 6 Nos. 2s. 6d. ; 

cloth, 16s. 
Barnard's (Oboror) Drawing Boor or Trbbs. 6 Nos. Is. 
Barraod's Studies or Animals. Six Nos. Ss. $ coloured, fts. 
Cooper's (T. S.) Sketches rROM Nature. 8 Nos. Ss. 6d. ; bound, 8ls.6d. 
Dibdin's Easy Drawing Book, and Guide to Skbtchinc. 6 Nos. 
2s. 6d. ; bound, 18s. 

Lessons in Water Colours 4 Nos. 4s. 

Fairland's Juvenile Artist. 8 Nos. Is. ; cloth, 8s. 
Ford's Easy Lessons in Landscape. 8 Nos. 9d. ; cloth, 7s. 6d. 
Greenwood's Studies of Trees. 6 Nos. Is. ; cloth, 7s. 6d. 
Grundy's Shipping and Craft. 6 Nos. Is. ; ctoth, 7s. 6d. 
Han d-Book OF Pencil Drawing; or,Self-InstnictoriuArt. 2 Plates, cl. Is. 
Phillips's Etchings of Familiar Life. S Nos. Is. 6d. 
Phillips's Art of Paxntino in Water Colours. Col'd plates, bd. 14s. 
Rawlins's Elementary Perspective. Royal 4to. sewed, 4s. 
SuTCLiFPR's Drawing-Book OF HoRSBS. 6 Nos. Is. ; cloth, 7s. 6d. 
Worslby's Little Drawing Book of Landscapes, tec. 14 Nos. 6d. ; or 
2 vols, cloth, 4s. each. 

JULIEN'S new SHEETS OF STUDIES IN WHITE CRAYON (Heads, 
Hands, &c.) 12 Plates, Is. 6d. each. 
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Roman Art. — H Vaticano : 

an Historical and Descriptive Account of the Church of St. Peter, and ' 
the Vatican Museum, ana Galleries. By Erasmo Pistolesi. In Eight 
Volumes folio, containing upwards of mne Hundred Plates. 

Mr. BoouB begs to announce that he has been enabled, under peculiar 
circumstances, to purchase from the Directors of the Caleoffra^ Camerale, 
at Rome, twelve copies of this manificent work, which he offers at the very 
low price of Thirty Guineas, half-bound in morocco, gilt tops. They form a 
portion of the sets originnlly subscribed for by the Papal Government as an 
encouragement to the pubhcation of this grand National Work, and are the 
earlieet tmjnresfion*. The Plates, engraved in finished outline by the first 
Roman artists from extremely accurate drawings, consist of Views of the 
Exterior, Interior^ and various Chapels of St. Peter's ; of the Galleries and 
Loggie of the Vatican ; copies of every paintins: and sculpture of note con« 
tained in the Church and Museum, as well as^of the antiquities and other 
objects of art, and of fac-similes of the most remarkable inscriptions over 
Christian Martyrs found in the Catacombs, with Ground Plans, Elevations, 
&c. &c. 

The copper-plates of this magnificent work having by mismanagement 
now become much defiu^d, perfect impressions are rardy to be met with 
even in Rome. 

*•* In the catalogue of one of the principal dealers in second-hand books 
in London, a copy of this work, bound in morocco, is priced at jfiDO. 

The Ages of Female Beauty ; 

or, Illustrations of Woman's Life. Ten Plates, with illustrative Letter- 
press, ^to. published at 21s. ; reduced to lOs. i>d; coloured, 21s. 

Authors of England : 

Portraits of the Principal Literary Characters, engraved in Basso-relievo 
by Mr. Collar ; with Lives by H. F. Chorlby. Royal 4to. cloth gilt, 
published at 31s. 6d. ; reduced to 10s. 6d. 

The Georgian Era : 

Modem British Biography since the Reign of Queen Anne ; comprising 
nearly Two Thousand Memoirs ofthe most Eminent Persons who have 
flourished in Britain from that period to the Demise of George the 
Fourth, chronologically arranged. Handsomely bound in cloth. Pub' 
lished at 34s. 6d. ; now reduced to 148. 

The Noble Science — ^Fox-hunting. 

By F. P. Delme Radcliffe, Esq. Master ofthe Hertfordshire Hounds. 
With highly-finished Portraits of Hugo Meynell and C. Loraine Smith, 
Esqs. and beautifully>executed Illustrations ofthe Chase, the Cover, and 
the Kennel, from Original Drawings by the Rev. C. D. Radcliffe. 
Royal 8vo. OriginaUy published at 28s. ; reduced to 128. 

Water-colour Gallery ; 

containing large and highly-finished Engravings of the Works ofthe most 
distinguished Painters in Water-colours, incluoing Prout. Steph anoff, 
Cox, Dbwint, Harding, Cattbrmolb, Fielding, &c. 18 Plates, 
imperial 4to. cloth- OriginaUy published at jes, 3s. ; reduced to 21s. 

London.] ^ . 
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BooJc* reduced in price — continued. 

Museum of Painting and Sculpture : 

a Collection of the principal Pictures, Statnes, and Bafl-Relieli in the 
Public and Private Galleries of Europe. Drawn and enrraved by Rbteil. 
With Critical and Historical Notices. This splendid work, which con- 
tains Engravings of all the chief works in the Italian, German, Dutch. 
Freuch, and English Schools, includes Twblvb Hundred Plates, and 
is an indispensable vade-meatm to the Artist or Collector, In 17 band- 
some vols, small 8vo. neatly bound, with gilt tops. Origmally pubUthed 
at £11, 17s. i redwied to £%. 6s. 

Laconics ; 

or, the Best Words of the Best Authors. 3 vols, cloth, puhtiihed at 12s. ; 
reduced to 7s. 6d. 

Travels in S. E. Asia, Malaya, Burmah, 

and HINDUSTAN. By the *Rev. H. Malcom. 2 vols. 8vo. jmbluked 
aM6s. ; reduced to 8s. 



Puckle'sClub; 

or, a Grey Cap for a Green Head. Many first*nite Wood Engravings^ 
cloth. Published at 7s. 6d. ; reduced to 2s. 6d. 

Retzsch's Illustrations of Faust. 

Faustus: from the German of Goethe, embellished with Retzsch's 
Series of Twenty Outlines, illustrative of the Tragedy, engnved by 
Henry Moses. New Edition, with Portrait of the Author. 10s. 6d. cloth. 

The English School of Painting : 

a Series of Engravings of the most admired Works in Painting and 
Sculpture executed by British Artists, from the days of Hogarth : with 
Descriptive and Explanatory Notices, by G. H am i lton. Four volumes, 
containing nearly Three Hundred Plates, neittly bound, with gilt tops. 
Originally published at JHZ. 12s. ; reduced to 28s. 

Martin's Illustrations of the Bible ; 

consisting of Twenty large and magnificent Plates, designed and engraved 
by John Martin, Author of *< Belshazzar's Feast," &c. In a large folio 
volume, cloth. Originally published at £\0. lOs. ; reduced to £Z. 3s. 
Proof impressions {very few l^t), published at jff21 ; reduced to jtf*. 4s. 

Martin's Milton's Paradise Lost. 

Twenty-four large Mezzotinto Plates, by John Martin. Imperial 8vo. 
Published at Six Guineas, reduced to £2, 2s. cloth; £2, 158. very neat, 
in morocco. 

Don Quixote — Johannot's Illustrations. 

Beautifully Illustrated Edition, containing Eight Hundred Engravings 
on Wood by Tony Johannot. In Three large and handsome volumes, 
neatly bound in cloth. Published at 60s. ; reduced to 34s. 

Gil Bias — Gigoux's Illustrations. 

In the same style as the preceding, with Six Hundred Engravings, de* 
signed by Jean Gigoux ; forming Two handsome Vols, super-royal Svo. 
bound in cloth. Published at 32s. ; reduced to 21s. 

[86, Fluut ^t&bbt. 
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New Prints for Framing^ the Portfolio^ Sfc. 
AMY ROBSART. 

Painted by John Hatter; eneraved by W. H. Mote. lOby 13^ inches 
high. Pnnts, 78. 6d. ; coloured, 15s. ; India Proofs, 21s. 

CHANDOS PORTRAIT OF SHAKSPERE. 

En^aved by Robert Cooper for the Duke of Buckingham (private 
plate). 12 by 16^ inches high. lOs. 6d. 

FAMILY DETOTION-MORNING. 

Painted by E. Prentis ; engraved by James Scott. 22| by 17| inches 
high. Prints, 21s. ; proofs, 31s. 6d. 

FAMILY DEVOTION-EVENING. 

Companion to the above. By the same Artists. Same size and price. 

THE DEATH-BED OF CALVIN. 

Painted by Joseph Hornuno, of Geneva; engraved by W. O. Geller. 
27 by 20. Prints, jfiTZ. 2s. ; proofs, j^3. 3s. ; proofs before letters, ^6*4.48. 

A DArS PLEASURE. 

Prentis. 23 by 18. Prints, 21s. ; 

KING CHARLES I. IN THE GUARD-ROOM. 

Paul De la Roche. 15^ by II4. 8s. 

LORD STRAFFORD GOING TO EXECUTION. 

By the same Artists. 14 by 11^. Prints, 8s. 



Titles. 



Artists. 

Jesus in the Temple Overbeck 14 

Finding of Moses C. H. KOhler 16 

Jesus Christ Paul de la Roche . . 6 

Christ and the Woman of Samaria Leloir 12 



16 
12 
12 
13 
13 
14 
14 
10 
10 
10 
10 
10 
12 

.. 12 

Falstaff Tumbled into the River Kidd 8 

The Last Supper L. da Vinci 15 

Raleigh's First Pipe Buss 15 

Fruits of Industry Prentis 16 

Fruits of Idleness Prentis 16 

Mother's Grave Hennings 9 

The Recruit Farrier 12 

The Deserter Farrier 12 

The Bachelor Jenkins 13 

Bads of Promise Drummond 9 

Cottage Musicians Kidd 12 

Juvenile Toilet Henninars 10 

Maternal Affection TimbreU 9 

Sir Walter Scott Leslie K) 



The Blind Fiddler Sir D. Wilkie . 

John Anderson my Jo W. Kidd 

Auld Robin Gray W. Kidd 

Household Pets Drummond 

Last Tribute of Affection Jones 

The Widower Penley 

Widow's Treasiu-es Penley 

Search the Scriptures Dawr 

Thy Will be Done Dane 

Ways of Pleasantness Dawe 

My Own Fireside Drummond 

Infant Samuel Sir J. Reynolds . . . 

Christ Stilling the Tempest Sanders 

Christ Walking on the bea Sanders.. 



Size. 

by Hi., 

— 12 ., 

— 8 . 
-14i. 

— 19 . 

— 15 . 

— 15 . 

— 16 . 

— 16 . 

— 17 . 
-17 . 

— 12 . 

— 12 . 

— 12 . 

— 12 . 

— 12 . 

— 16 . 
-16 . 

— 11 . 

— 5 . 

— 12 . 

— 14 . 

— 14 . 

— 12 . 

— 14 . 

— 14 . 

— 11 . 

— 12 . 
-15 . 

— 12 . 

— 12 . 

— 13 . 



10 6 
8 
8 

6 
6 
6 
6 
6 

6 
6 
6 
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THE LAST SUPPER; 

BNORAVBD IN THB HIGHEST STYLE OF ROMAN ART, 

By SIGNORB GIOVANNI FOLO, 

After the celebrated Fresco of Leonardo da Vinci. 

Size of the Plate, S6 inches by 17 hig^b, exdosive of maripn. 

Mr. Bofifue hnvfeff i:ecently pnrchased of the execators of tfais eminent Roman 
artist, every remaining proof impression of this noble print, which for cor- 
rectness of draWinfiT and excellence of euj^vinji^ rivals Raphael Morohen's 
yfell-knoYmcief-d^aumret 

7%ey are offered at thefallmoing low Pricee : — 

Plain proofs ie2 5 

Earliest Proofs with The White Cup 3 3 

Proofs before letters 4 4 

India Proof s (the only 7 ever taken) 5 5 



Also on Sale, 

CHOICE ITALIAN LINE ENGRAVING?!, 

FROM THE BURIN OF SIGNORE IGNATIUS PAVON. 

The Transpiouration Raphael 19 in. by 28 high. .^ei 2 

Assumption OP THE Virgin ....Titian 17 in. by 29 high. . 2 2 

The Madonna op Foi.iONO ....Raphael 18in.by25 2 2 

The Communion op St. JsROMEDomenichino 18^ in. by 28^ in.. 2 2 

The Madonna OP Drusobn ....Raphael 19 in. by 25 2 2 

Mater Amabilis Sassoferrato 15 

Beatrice Cbnci Guido 7 6 



Ck>NTBNTS OP THIS CATALOGUE. 

Illustrated Works i 

Practical Works on Drawing and Painting 4 

Architectural Works 5 

Books of Travel * 7 

Fiction and Amusement 7 

Ctomic Works 9 

Natural Histories 11 

Miscellaneous Works. 12 

Juvenile Books 16 

Shilling Manuals 17 

The European Library 18 

Miniature Classics 19 

Drawing-Books 20 

Books Reduced in Price 21 

New Prints 23 

Choice Italian Prints, 24 
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